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The Beasts Below 


The peoples of the Milky Way fight desperately — 
and a mutant sacrifices his life ... 


Kurt Mahr 


It is the year 2113 by earthly reckoning. For Terrans. Not quite 150 years 
have passed since the successful moon landing of a chemical rocket ship — 
the prelude to true space travel. 


In cosmic terms, this was an incredibly short span of time. Nonetheless, 
under Perry Rhodan’s leadership the Solar Imperium has managed to 
become one of the main pillars of galactic power. Of course the men of Sol 
had important assistance to aid their task — if we consider the Arkonide 
Khrest, the energy being on Wanderer, Atlan, Harno, the Swoons, and 
Pucky the mousebeaver! — yet this task could never have been 
accomplished without the selfless, sacrificing help of all who carried in 
their hearts a longing for the stars. 


The intercosmic void between the galaxies-has brought a new threat which 
now confronts all responsible leaders with an almost insurmountable 
problem: how to combat an aggressor whose spaceships are almost 
indestructible ? 


The first important clue to this burning problem was discovered in the 
galactic laboratory on the planet Afzot, and the Ara biologist Kule-Tats, 
after being forced to serve the Akons for a long time. Gave his allegiance to 
the Terrans. He became a close associate of Van Moders, a young genius 
robotics expert from Terra. 


Both of them are experts on Posbi matters. And that is urgently necessary. 
For the positronic-biological robots-or Posbis-set out to launch a 
BLITZKRIEG GALACTICA ... 
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THIS IS A CASE OF LOVE YOUR ENEMY OR DIE: 

Perry Rhodan — The First Administrator waits for one answer: life or 
death. 

Atlan — The Arkon Imperator finds gallantry in friend and foe. 


Olf Stagge — the “Bad-Luck Charlie” of the Mutant Corps delivers a 
miracle. 


Pucky — when it comes to Akons, the mousebeaver even takes sides with 
Bell. 


Reginald Bell -— Perry’s 2nd-in-command doesn’t care much for 
diplomacy. 


Van Moders — Terran robotics expert. 

Kule-Tats — Ara scientist and Moders’ colleague. 

Patriarch Zoge — A Mounder war chief. 

Soolas — Spokesman for the Akon delegation to Terra. 
Marshal Deringhouse — The defense minister plays diplomat. 
Allan D. Mercant — Chief of Solar Intelligence. 

Jefe Claudrin — Cmdr of the THEODORICH. 

John Marshall — Chief of the Mutant Corps. 

Tako Kakuta and Ras Tschubai — Teleporters in galactic crisis. 
Cmdr Baltass — plays bogeyman to the Akons. 

Cmdr Park — commands the Gustau Adolf. 


McParsons — Terran plasma expert. 


PROJECT BOGEYMAN 


There was only one trouble with Olf Stagge’s luck: it was all bad. 


The husky blond Terran was 23 years old and belonged to Perry Rhodan’s 
Mutant Corps. Being reliable, honorable and proper in all respects, he was 
in fact a splendid young man. Within 3 years he had attained to the rank of 
corporal, but shortly after this promotion his string of bad luck had begun. 


He was both a telepath and a “passive” teleporter — the latter term having 
been coined by the other members of the Mutant Corps. However, 
scientists had a different way of describing Olf Stagge’s unusual capability. 
He could only teleport when another teleporter made a jump 
simultaneously, although he did not need bodily contact with the other 
mutant. At any rate, he had long since been resigned to the fact that he was 
not requisitioned for the more important missions. There was no shortage 
of telepaths, but men or women who could teleport were a rarer 
commodity. 


John Marshall, Chief of the Mutant Corps, had taken a liking to the young 
Scandinavian. When Olf made his first “butch” on an assignment, Marshall 
ordered the corporal to come to his office. Whereas Stagge had expected a 
sharp reprimand, however, he found the opposite to be the case. Marshall 
had spoken calmly and objectively to him in an attempt to discover the 
reason for the breakdown of his telepathic ability. 


Stagge, do you have any romantic problems?” It was an appropriate 
question because Stagge was very attractive to the opposite sex. 


But Stagge’s answer was concise. “Not so far, Colonel.” 


The discussion had ended without results. John Marshall could find no 
explanation for the telepath’s complete failure during his mission to the 
Tuggt System. 


Today, Olf Stagge had returned to Terrania from another assignment. He 
had been sent back from the Blue System by his own colleagues, who were 
serving there disguised as economic specialists attached to the Terran 
delegation. On his way to Marshall’s office to report in again, he had been 
very unhappy. 


“T’m a failure!” he had thought to himself miserably. 


But again John Marshall had been understanding. Only a few minutes ago, 
the mutant chief had dismissed him with words of encouragement. “You 
are not a failure,” he had told him. “If ’'m not mistaken, Stagge, you are 
going through some kind of transition. How or in what direction your para- 
faculties are developing, we have to wait and see. Just don’t submit to any 
mind-probe examinations yet. Incidentally, has your passive teleporting 
faded out on you to the same degree as your ability to read alien thoughts?” 


“No!” 


“All right then, Stagge, keep your chin up. These things take time — just 
don’t get in a panic.” 

Nevertheless, Olf Stagge’s morale was in a deep slump. He brooded over 
his plight while the glider took him toward his service quarters. At the 
halfway point he had to change aircars. He got out at the passenger 
unloading zone of Terrania’s spaceport and turned to his right. 


His attention was attracted to two men who were approaching him. One of 
them was about his own age with the face of a pugilist, but the other had all 
the earmarks of being a Galactic Medical Master — an Ara. 


Suddenly, with a clarity not experienced in many months, he grasped the 
thoughts of both of these dissimilar-looking Individuals. At first, Olf did 
not know that he had penetrated their minds telepathically. Only when he 
became aware of a “hyperintronic switching process” did he realize what 
he had done. The strange term, “hyperintronic,’ made him curious. He 
became so intent upon listening to the thoughts of the two men that he 
failed to notice a third individual approaching him. He was startled out of 
his concentration when two hands grasped him and shoved him none too 
gently to one side — and he found himself staring into the angry face of 
Reginald Bell. 


“Can’t you look where you’re going . . .? Hey, wait a minute — aren’t you 
Olf Stagge, the Bad Luck Charlie of the Mutant Corps?” As Perry 
Rhodan’s 2nd-in-command, Bell was famous for his fantastic memory for 
faces. 

“S-sir...” stammered Stagge, trying to come to attention. 

“Come off it, man!” Bell scolded. “Where were you drifting off to?” 

Bell observed that their somewhat harsh encounter had not gone unnoticed, 
but one look from him was enough to send the overly curious hurrying on 
their way. Olf turned to look for the Ara and the man with the boxer’s face, 
but they had vanished. Yet he was able to locate them immediately by 
means of telepathy. They were aloft in a glider and were thinking and 


talking about “hypertronic linkage.” 
“Well,” insisted Bell, “where were you with your thoughts, Stagge?” 


“Sir, for more than half a year my telepathic abilities have been weakening 
rapidly — in fact often they have faded out completely. But just now, when 
this man with the look of a prizefighter —” 


“Van Moders! Yes, goon...” 
“And the Ara —” 
“Kule-Tats. Continue!” 


“Yes sir. They were thinking about — well, something like ‘hypertronic’ 
links? — or teeth?” 


The man with the stubbly red hair grinned at him and placed a hand on his 
shoulder. “They’re not the kind of teeth you pull, Stagge. ‘Linkage’ is the 
right track. But what I want to know is — did the Ara seem to be 
enthusiastic about the subject?” 


“More than that, sir — he was fascinated. If I may say so, his whole heart 
seemed to be in it.” 


“Okay, Stagge. Let’s hope the Aras even come close to having a heart — in 
that sense of the word. At any rate, your telepathic spying paid off.” 


Olf Stagge did not know what to make of these remarks, and he hesitated to 
read Bell’s thoughts. Every mutant was well aware of the long-standing 
order that telepaths were prohibited from penetrating the thoughts of the 
leading members of the administration. 


In the entire corps there was only one member who unabashedly ignored 
this rule: Lt. Pucky, the mousebeaver. 


The Ara expert, Kule-Tats, had been kidnapped by Terran agents, but he 
had voluntarily entered into the service of the Imperium. Yet he did not 
suspect that he as well as his colleagues were under constant observation 
by Rhodan’s telepaths-which was absolutely necessary. After all, he was a 
Galactic Medical Master. If one were to believe malicious rumor, the Aras 
as well as all Springers and Mounders were deadly enemies of the Solar 
Imperium. 


Perry Rhodan paid no attention to such prattle. He believed there were as 
many good qualities in the Aras, Springers and Mounders as there were in 
humans. And even though these great and powerful races were not yet their 
friends, they could become friends tomorrow or in ten or a hundred years. 
In Rhodan’s opinion, it was worth striving toward this goal. 


Kule-Tats was one of the best of the Ara scientists. He had been considered 


lost and forgotten for some years, but until recently he had been working 
for the Akons with other top experts on the planet of Afzot in the Frua 
System. In this connection, however, what seemed more important to 
Rhodan was the fact that Kule-Tats had been doing detailed work on cell 
plasma, the mysterious bio-substance used by the Posbis. 


Although the Ara scientist maintained that his sympathies were now with 
the First Administrator of the Solar Imperium, he could not expect that the 
Terrans would immediately trust him in this regard. However, telepathic 
monitoring of him and his co-workers had revealed conclusively to the 
Administration that no complications were to be expected from the Aras. 
The conversion of their political convictions had been completed. 


As for Van Moders, he was the youngest but foremost expert concerning 
Posbi cell plasma and all related positronic factors. Of late it had become 
clear to him, however, that in one particular his hypertronic linkage theory 
might have been based on a false premise. 


Meanwhile, he and his Ara companion had left the glider and were on their 
way to the research laboratories. As they walked silently along the wide, 
well-lighted corridor of the science section, Kule-Tats was reminded of the 
subterranean research labs on the Akon planet of Afzot. The terran layout 
here could not compare in size to the mammoth Akon installations, but 
considering the character of the Terrans and their investigative zeal, they 
were far ahead of the others. 


Until quite recently, Kule-Tats had been skeptical, but he had been quick to 
change his opinion. This belligerent-looking young man at his side really 
was to be marveled at. The Ara scientist had become convinced of his 
companion’s outstanding qualities. 


Sensing his searching surveillance, Van Moders looked at him 
questioningly. “Something on your mind?” he asked in Interkosmo. 


Kule-Tats made a frank confession. “Moders, I’m only sorry that we did 
not get to know each other sooner.” 


Secretly pleased by the indirect compliment, Van Moders changed the 
subject. “Shouldn’t we go to see McParsons?” he asked. “I’d like to find 
out how far he’s gotten with the chemical analysis of the plasma.” 


The Ara had given the structural formula of the Posbi bioplasma to the 
Terrans but had cautioned them that it was not yet complete. The Terran 
scientists had gratefully accepted the data, but the experts had ignored it 
since they were as yet only concentrating on the basic mechanics of the 
formula. McParsons had informed him that he didn’t want to look at his 


input yet, for the reason that it was incomplete. “Perhaps in the next few 
days,” he had said, “we may discover the missing factors you have been 
looking for.” 


When they arrived at their destination, McParsons greeted them with a curt 
nod and led them into the projection room. At the flick of a switch the 
chamber was darkened. The 3-D projection of an extremely complex 
formula appeared on a screen that was 10 meters square. Some branches of 
the formula were in red symbols while others were black, which 
McParsons pointed out to them. 


“Tomorrow or the day after tomorrow, we hope to have all symbols in the 
black,” he explained. 


The confusing pattern of symbol chains was familiar to Kule-Tats: the 
chemical formula of the Posbi bio-plasma. He nodded in reply, since he 
was quite ready to believe these Terrans. So far he had not found them to 
be given to boastfulness. 


He guided Van Moders to the right-hand side of the screen and pointed to 
the newest branches of the formula, which were in gray. For the Terran 
researchers, this signified that such areas were still only hypothetical. 


“Here, Moders,” he said. “Look at this ATCG iteration. This cross-linkage 
of four different nitrogen compounds does not belong here. There’s not a 
single nitrogen bridge in the whole chain, so something’s wrong with the 
derivation right here. If that were not the case, then you could be right 
about this bio-material being synthetic. I’m pleased that McParsons has 
already designated the hypothetical portions.” 


For days now the discussions between Van Moders and the Ara had 
revolved around this Posbi bio-substance. Van Moders had held to his 
conviction that it was a synthetic material produced by the Posbis 
themselves, whereas Kule-Tats maintained with similar conviction that it 
couldn’t possibly be artificial, in view of its complex structure. And so one 
assertion had continued to oppose the other. 


But Van Moders believed he could undermine the Ara’s contention on the 
basis of first-hand experience. He had been part of a commando team that 
had landed on the Posbi planet of Frago, deep in the inter-cosmic void. 
There he had observed, although only superficially, that the plasma came 
out of automated machines. He had seen it flow into a conveyor trough that 
was transporting it to some other processing station. 


As he thought of this again, he was worried about the Ara’s assertion that 
the nitrogen tie-in did not fit this part of the formula. If he were to yield to 


his instincts about it, Kule-Tats would have to be absolutely correct. But 
the missing nitrogen bridge could make the task a hundred times more 
complicated. In that case there would be no chance of deriving a complete 
formula before the end of the year. What was worse, his own conclusion 
that the bio-substance was synthetic would not be valid. 


He turned to the Ara again. “I'd like to call in three or four men who were 
with me on Frago,” he said. “They are witnesses to what I saw. The plasma 
was flowing out of a giant machine.” 


“IT don’t doubt what you saw, Moders,” retorted Kule-Tats. “I only dispute 
the idea that this material could be produced by a machine. Moders, it is a 
natural substance, and I’1l stick to that conclusion.” 


Van Moders turned to McParsons. “I’ve seen enough. Thanks very much.” 


When they left the projection room, the Ara did not attempt to argue with 
him or convince him. They finally arrived in Van Moders work room which 
gave no indication of scientific activity, other than a large positronic 
installation. 


“Then what did I see on Frago, Kule-Tats?” he asked. 


“Perhaps a machine that treats or processes the natural plasma, Moders. 
Have you ever considered that?” Kule-Tats noted that his young colleague 
was Startled. 


Van Moders could no longer sit in his chair. He got up and paced back and 
forth, but suddenly he came to a stop in front of the Ara. “You could be 
right. Hm-m ... assuming you’re on the right track, it still doesn’t change 
my hypertronic linkage theory. It doesn’t make any difference if the 
material is synthetic or not. But with reference to the Posbis themselves, 
this new concept is significant. No — don’t ask me to explain that for the 
moment. First I have to sift all this thoroughly in my mind.” 


“While you’re doing that, don’t forget that the plasma’s chemical formula 
is too complex to be considered a synthetic product of the Posbis.” The Ara 
admonished him emphatically in this regard before he left him. 


When Van Moders was alone, he groaned aloud: “That plasma is an 
infernal substance!” 


The advent of the bio-positronic robots from intercosmic space had started 
a movement in the galaxy that would have been considered visionary, had 
it been prophesized only a year before. Ensuing events made it mandatory — 


especially the emergence of the Posbis’ bizarre fragment ships with their 
uncanny fire power and almost indestructible defense screens. It became 
necessary for the major powers of the Milky Way to form an alliance. 
Otherwise, sooner or later they would all become victims of the robot race. 


One thing that had been unthinkable until recently was the fact that even 
the Blue System’s attitude was changing. The Akons no longer regarded 
the Terrans as being a race of barbarians. Instead, they now considered this 
comparatively small civilization to be equal partners on their own level. It 
still remained to be seen how far this new insight of the Akons reached, or 
if only their intellectual elite were thinking in such terms. 


Perry Rhodan was more suspicious of them than ever. 


“The Chief is into his ‘practical pessimism’ again.” This had been the 
observation of Allan D. Mercant, Chief of Solar Intelligence. A few days 
before, he had been alone with Bell discussing the situation. “I didn’t think 
it possible, but he’s drawn me into his line of thinking.” 


Bell had interrupted peevishly. “What concerns me is that one of these days 
the Akons could slug us over the head and put our lights out!” 


“Just let that be our worry, Bell,” Mercant had retorted in a slightly caustic 
tone. 


Now Mercant was reminded of this conversation as he sat facing the Chief 
and Bell was taking down some notes. Rhodan had just informed them that 
the 18-man delegation of Akon experts had been sent to Earth with explicit 
orders from the Ruling Council — to the effect that they must under no 
circumstances have any contact with the Arkonides. 


“We have to accept this proviso,’ said Rhodan, while noting Bell’s 
grimace. “Well, my chubby friend, do you agree with it?” 


“No way!” exclaimed Bell. “The Arkon Imperium is a reality!” 


“Unfortunately. It may be a reality but it’s no power factor, Bell. Anything 
else on this point?” 

“Atlan will be royally pleased when he hears about your views on the 
subject...” 

“Wrong. The very phraseology I used came from him directly. Now have 
you any more objections?” 

Bell maintained a stubborn silence. 

Rhodan continued. “At the moment, Deringhouse is trying to find out what 
concessions the Akons are prepared to make. After all, in our first 
negotiations we can’t let the Galactic Alliance be struck a death blow by 


this two-sided antagonism. Deringhouse has my instructions.” 


“Are you laying the cards on the table?” asked Bell in new agitation. “I 
mean — giving it straight to those Akons?” 


There was a flash of anger in Perry Rhodan’s eyes. His tone was sharper 
than usual. “Bell, in my time I’ve handled a few negotiations, and so has 
Deringhouse. So leave it to us how we are to deal with the Akon 
delegation.” 


Rhodan’s handling of the negotiations was actually a masterpiece. 
Deringhouse followed his instructions to the letter: Make no promises, say 
as little as possible, let the Akons do the talking. If answers were absolutely 
necessary, dodge issues with platitudes. The latter tactic was easier to order 
than it was to perform — but Deringhouse also knew that somewhere events 
were developing which would have a significant influence on this first 
alliance interface. 


When he had issued the last official instructions to his defense marshal, a 
gleam of satisfaction lighted the Chief’s eyes. “Deringhouse, my friend, 
Atlan and I are going to enter this little chess game the Akons are playing, 
and we’re going to see to it that they checkmate themselves.” Then finally, 
Rhodan explained what had been planned. 


Deringhouse’s grin grew wider. At the end of the briefing he 
unconditionally endorsed the idea. 


With the exception of Perry Rhodan, Imperator Gonozal VIII was the only 
person who possessed a life-prolonging cell activator. In contrast to other 
so-called “immortals,” he and Perry were not required to visit the synthetic 
planet Wanderer every 62 years to receive a biological “Cell shower.” 


Also, he was commander-in-chief of the United Terran-Arkonide Space 
Fleet. At present he was stationed on the edge of the galaxy with the 
greatest armada that had ever been seen in the Milky Way. Strategically, he 
was also near his home star cluster, M-13. The acute danger of the Posbis 
demanded a mobilization of all available warships, although he and Rhodan 
realized that even the united fleet would not be able to hold off disaster if 
the robots were to attack the inhabited worlds of the galaxy with the 
concentrated might of their fragment ships. 


When Rhodan called him over hypercom, Atlan had immediately agreed 
with his plan. Perry advised his Arkonide friend concerning the Blue 
System’s bid for an alliance, and the possibility of uniting their common 
interests. The Arkonide had not even flickered an eyelash when Rhodan 
told him that the Blue System had absolutely refused to have a single 


Arkonide observer at the preliminary meeting. 


Atlan had answered him calmly. “I know, Perry, that the Akons consider us 
to be a kind of galactic vermin. But just as my people had to pay a terrible 
price for their arrogance, these supercilious fools in the Blue System will 
also have to pay. I hope I live to see that day. Very well, Barbarian, I’m as 
happy as a boy to play bogeyman for the Akons. Before your new friends 
from the Blue System set foot on Terra, the contraptions will be ready to 
go!” 


The “bogeymen” in this case were three old Arkonide super battleships, 
each measuring 1500 meters in diameter. On Arkon III they had been 
disguised with hideously-shaped outer shells of steel so that they had the 
same frightening appearance of the Posbi fragment ships. 


Then the “go” signal had been received from Earth. The pseudo fragment 
ships were to fly into the Blue System. Atlan had passed on the order with 
the greatest of pleasure. He knew he could rely on the crews. They were 
Terrans who were in control of the robot commanders on board. The ships 
were equipped with the best shockwave absorbers which prevented the 
slightest warp distortions during transition. When the takeoff command 
came through, the three ships raced away toward their target: the system of 
the Akons. 


Deringhouse had been cued in on the operation and the ships’ commanders 
were aware of the schedule for the negotiations with the Akons in Terrania. 
They had timed their emergence into the Blue System to coincide with this. 


Cmdr. Baltass was in charge of the camouflaged space giant no. 2. He 
laughed heartily when he heard the intercepted distress calls from the Akon 
Supreme Council as they went out to the Galactic Traders and the 
Mounders. He was in contact with his colleagues, Mengs and Ikuto. Their 
own communications were pulse-burst coded and scrambled so that it 
would have been impossible to pick up their conversation. 


The hideous-looking tin monsters came down within raybeam range of the 
first inhabited Akon planet and circled it three times. Then they set a course 
for the next one, 3.2 light years away, which was the 13th of 15 planets 
orbiting a giant blue sun. Here also the appearance of the bogey ships 
unleashed a wave of panic, yet not a single energy beam was fired from the 
numerous powerful Akon defense systems. 


The Springers promptly answered the Blue System’s distress calls, advising 


the Supreme Council that they had no intention of gambling with their 
highly valuable fleets. The Mounder’s clan “Central” also beamed a reply 
to Sphinx, which was the main planet of the Akon Empire. The text read: 
“The destruction of Totztal’s war fleet by those cubical monstrosities was a 
sufficient proof of their superior fire power. We are not able to help you.” 


The special scanning sensors of the three camouflaged ships revealed that 
the powerful Akon matter transmitters were in constant activity now. Since 
this massive network was their only means of transportation throughout the 
Blue System and from star to star of the empire, it was obvious that the 
advent of the three pseudo-Posbi ships had driven the Akons into an 
evacuation crisis. 


Cmdr. Baltass commented on this to Mengs on ship no. 1”... “I’m sorry 
we have to throw such a scare into all those harmless citizens with our 
Halloween show. It seems the little fellow in the street is always the 
scapegoat in the end.” 


Mengs countered with a rebuttal: “Baltass, I share your sentiments, but let’s 
not forget the purpose of this mission. This is one case where the end 
actually does justify the means. The Blue System must become our ally. 
They have to agree to maintaining friendly relations with us.” 


“That’s all true, Mengs. When we received our takeoff orders I knew of 
course the reason behind our masquerade. The Chief would never have 
ordered this kind of operation if the Posbis didn’t represent a crucial danger 
— but I still can’t help feeling uncomfortable when I think of the very real 
fear the Akons must be experiencing-the panic among the women and 
children.” 


The three terrible behemoths orbited the planet five times, even daring to 
come within 10000 meters of its surface. But not a shot was fired. The 
Akons’ defense fortresses remained silent. Their crews had been fully 
informed about the colossal fire power of the fragment ships, as well as 
their almost indestructible defense screens. 


Within less than one hour after the three bogey ships had thrown the Blue 
System into a panic, the Akon delegation in Terrania received a hypercom 
dispatch from the Supreme Council, informing them of the crisis situation. 
Of course Deringhouse was pleased to place every means at their disposal 
so that the delegation members could be in direct contact with their 
government. As a result, the negotiations in Terrania were postponed for 
two hours. 


During these two hours the giant intruders continued to make their 


transitions from planet to planet within the Blue system. Where-ever they 
appeared, distress calls went out to Sphinx. And all that Sphinx Central 
could answer was: “Maintain silence — keep calm. Do not fire at enemy 
under any circumstances.” 


Bell was with Perry Rhodan when Deringhouse came in to report the 
outstanding success of “Project Bogeyman.” Although stocky and rugged 
in appearance, Bell was nevertheless a man of compassion. This was the 
first time he had heard of the operation, but his reaction was similar to that 
of Cmdr Baltass on ship no. 2. 


Rhodan turned to his friend gravely. “Thanks for the criticism, Bell. 
However, when I conceived of this plan I also considered the impact of 
resulting events, and I, too, was concerned about the women and children. 
But for that very reason, my chubby friend, I set up this special mission.” 
His voice rose slightly. “Can’t you understand that all of us in this whole 
galaxy hardly have any time left to mobilize our total resources against the 
Posbis? We have to force an alliance between us and the Akons. They are 
too stubborn to be reached by persuasion. If they had the slightest suspicion 
that we Terrans could perhaps handle the robots and their ships by 
ourselves, the Blue System would turn a cold shoulder to us. Old buddy, 
I’m telling you that the lives of all of us depend on a unification of the most 
powerful races in the galaxy! Our very existence is at stake. In view of such 
a crisis, don’t you think I’m justified in trying to accelerate these efforts 
toward an alliance? Now am I acting out of crass self-interest, or am I 
doing something for the benefit of every intelligence in the Milky Way?” 
“Okay, Perry, okay!” exclaimed Bell. “But now there’s also another matter. 
I’ve spent a couple of hours talking to Van Moders and Kule-Tats. Those 
two might as well be married to each other. The Ara brags about how much 
he knows, but our boy Moders plays no second fiddle to him in anything! 
When they start talking shop you’d think it was in a foreign language. For 
instance, do you know what it means for a Posbi robot to have a 
mechanical infection?” Bell laughed at their blank expressions. “Don’t feel 
bad — I’m in the same boat! I know what ‘mechanical’ is supposed to mean, 
and I know an infection when I see one — but put them together and you’ ve 
got gobbledegook. But those two experts talk about it as if it were a 
foregone conclusion. By the way, Perry, they’d like an appointment with 
you at 18:00.” 


Rhodan pondered this for a moment. “Well, all right, but warn them that I 
don’t want any long-winded technical explanations — much less any 
mechanical infections. Will you take care of that, Bell?” 


“IT have to pass by their quarters again, anyway. But you’d better prepare 
yourself for some unpleasant surprises. Oh, and another thing, Perry. You 
know that Bad Luck Charlie — Olf Stagge? ve ordered him off to the Aras 
and called the other telepaths back.” 


Deringhouse interjected a question. “Isn’t he the one with the unusual 
teleport capability?” 

“Yes,” Rhodan answered, “but he doesn’t deserve the nickname Bell has 
given him. John Marshall has told me about him, Bell. When we have men 
who have previously done great work for us and have suddenly lost their 
capabilities for unknown reasons, I don’t like to have them reprimanded in 
this manner. When are you ever going to learn that to lead men you must 
help them?” 


However, Bell was in good form today. Perry’s rebuke seemed to slide off 
his back like water. There was a gleam in his eye. “Perry, a few days ago at 
the spaceport I called him a Bad Luck Charlie to his face. Today when I 
sent him to the Aras I told him not to be a Bad Luck Charlie any more. And 
do you know what? Olf Stagge thanked me very much for calling him that. 
He said that from the moment that I gave him the nickname his telepathic 
powers had increased more than ever before.” 


Rhodan was noticeably skeptical of this, but a call from the conference 
chamber interrupted their conversation. The Akon delegation was inquiring 
whether or not Marshal Deringhouse would be available to continue the 
negotiations with them. 


The three men looked at their watches. A good hour before the agreed 
schedule time, the Akons were pressing for a resumption of the conference. 
Before any of them could say anything, the “hotline” vidcom rang urgently. 
Intelligence Chief Allan D. Mercant wished to speak with Perry Rhodan. 
Bell cut off the normal intercom. The Akons would have to wait for an 
answer. 


When the viewscreen in front of them came into focus, Mercant appeared 
and laughed restrainedly. “Sir, the Springers have answered the Supreme 
Council’s distress calls with a flat refusal, and the Mounders’ Central has 
made reference to the destruction of Totztal’s battle fleet. They have no 
intention of even hindering the three fragment ships in the Blue System. I 
wanted to pass on these two pieces of information to you.” 


Rhodan thanked him and switched off the connection. Then he used the 
intercom and personally advised the Akons that Marshal Deringhouse 
would reopen the conference in ten minutes. 


After he had cut off, he turned to the marshal. “Our negotiating position is 
stronger than before, but don’t make any concessions of any kind. Just let 
the Akons do the talking. If they’ ve suddenly been granted more extensive 
authority to deal with us, let me know about it. But I won’t be available to 
speak with them until tomorrow. Give them a few hints about how sorry 
you are. That might work, even with the Akons.” 


*k 


Thus far the disguised super battleships had been operating together in the 
Blue System, but now they separated. Atlan had ordered them to proceed 
on their own responsibility, but they were to maintain the bogey 
masquerade at all costs. 


When Cmdr Baltass again brought ship no. 2 out of hyperspace he was 
within 2 light minutes of Sphinx. All sections were on top alert as he raced 
toward the ruling world of the Akons at 0.75 light speed. He had to 
consider the possibility that the heavy defenses of the planet might try to 
destroy the box-shaped monster appearing in their skies. He knew that his 
screens were strong enough to stand up under a few direct hits, but under 
concentrated fire the fields would probably break down. 


Baltass was 32 years of age and normally commanded a squadron of 
warships of the Stardust class, but at present he was beginning to wonder if 
he wasn’t taking too much of a risk. He contacted his fire direction officer 
on the ship’s intercom. “Milborn, just don’t let your nerves get frazzled at 
this stage!” 


Young Lt. Milborn was very much like Capt. Brazo Alkher in that he could 
remain as cool as ice under fire. “Question to Commander,” he answered 
back. “Sir — what are nerves?” 


Baltass grinned and switched off without a word. 


As ship no. 2 hurtled downward toward Sphinx, the planet grew larger 
rapidly, appearing in fact to be racing toward them. The intervening 
distance shrank with almost frightening swiftness. 


100000 kms! 


The super giant was under full retropulsion but its proximity to Sphinx and 
its high approach velocity resulted in a high-friction entry into the 


comparatively dense atmosphere. If the Akons had expected the terrible 
menace from the cosmos to merely make a few orbits around the planet, 
Baltass disappointed them. He came within 5 kms of the surface and flew a 
level course at mach 2. By the time he reached the main capital he managed 
to brake his speed to mach 1, but the supersonic breakthrough caused a 
shockwave that spared no windowpanes in the city. 


Millions of Akons observed the monster at close range — a colossal cube 
that was weirdly distorted by indentations, strange protuberances, odd- 
angled surfaces, twisted bulges and jagged corners. Rumors concerning its 
fantastic fire power were rampant throughout the Blue System. Although 
even Perry Rhodan had once learned to respect the Akons’ countless 
defense fortresses, not a single energy gun was fired. The monster 
continued at mach 1| speed and disappeared. 


When Baltass received reports that there was not another settlement within 
300 kms of his position, he suddenly opened his engines to full power. As 
the huge ship shot upward with a reckless acceleration, the sound blast and 
the massive displacement of the dense atmosphere must have generated a 
thunderclap over Sphinx that was heard 1000 kms in all directions. 
“Psychological warfare to force an alliance!” exclaimed Baltass. “What a 
way to make friends! But they’re lucky the Chief chose this method of 
persuasion. Ye gods, are those Akons blind?” 

“What did you say, sir?” asked his Ist officer. 

“Did I ask you anything?” Baltass retorted gruffly. 

“Certainly, sir. You were speaking of psychological warfare.” 


“T guess I was griping out loud. The course is set. Take over the ship.” 


2. 
ATLAN’S GAMBLE 


The spindly Ara, 6% feet tall, was easily recognizable as a Galactic 
Medical Master. He lost none of his composure because of the tone of 
irritation in Rhodan’s voice. 


“Kule-Tats, that’s something you’re still going to have to prove to me!” 
exclaimed the Administrator. 


Van Moders interjected. “Sir, I have to submit a correction to my previous 
observations.” 


“Ts that so?” The Chief glanced significantly at Bell, Mercant and Marshall. 
“A correction?” He avoided using his slight paranormal powers to read Van 
Moders’ thoughts. 


“Yes sir. I made a mistake on Frago. Kule-Tats proved it to me. That 
machine we saw on the robot planet — the one that was dumping large 
masses of plasma into the conveyor trough — it could not have been 
producing the bio-substance. At the moment there is only one explanation 
for the mechanical processing of the tissue, although it will have to be 
confirmed by further experimentations. There was no production going on 
in that big machine on Frago — it was simply manipulating the plasma 
continuously in order to stimulate cell division.” 


Rhodan took a deep breath. The meaning of Van Moders’ statement was 
obvious to him, but at the same time it brought up an enormous number of 
new questions. Would Kule-Tats be able to answer some of them? He 
asked him. 


The Ara had wrestled with his conscience for many days before deciding to 
dedicate his knowledge and ability to the service of the Solar Imperium, but 
ever since that time he had experienced a kind of euphoria. It was a new 
enthusiasm that revealed itself in his manner, gestures and speech. From 
the day when he had taken over an Akon research project he had hardly 
encountered any congenial people-but here he was able to speak to others 
as an equal. The Terrans made no distinction between men; it made no 
difference to them as to whom they were dealing with. 


Kule-Tats regarded Perry Rhodan in frank appraisal. He recalled the 
rumors that had been spread about this man from star to star of the Akon 


Empire — stories that depicted him as a treacherous human who was 
possessed by the devil. But he, Kule-Tats, knew better. And in this moment 
the enlightened scientist was enraptured to be facing Perry Rhodan. 


“Sir,” he began in Interkosmo, “I and my colleagues, Moders and 
biochemist McParsons, have had to recognize that the bio-substance of the 
Posbi robots is not a synthetic product. The spiral structure of the plasma is 
so highly complex that it will take us years to decipher every last leg of the 
formula. On this one point I have to refute Van Moders’ theory concerning 
hypertronic linkage and his concept of hyperintronics in general. From now 
on we have to proceed on the basis that we are dealing with a natural form 
of plasma. Sir, it is a living substance! What I’m trying to say is — the 
portion of plasma we have at our disposal in Terrania is an infinitesimal 
part of a living whole.” 


Rhodan had been listening to the Ara scientist with increasing intensity. 
Bell could not conceal his alarm. Intelligence chief Allan D. Mercant 
merely observed Kule-Tats in a kind of fixed fascination, whereas John 
Marshall had turned pale. 


Rhodan finally asked a penetrating question. “Kule-Tats, are you aware of 
the conclusions which may be drawn from these indications?” 


Van Moders joined the Ara. “Sir, we’ve made a series of tests with varying 
quantities of the plasma. The more plasma we placed in the containers, the 
stronger the characteristic mental emanations became . . .” 


He got no farther. Rhodan had straightened up abruptly in his chair, his 
gray eyes glittering intensely. His face was otherwise like a mask, except 
that his lips were hard-pressed together. 


“Sir...” The Ara seemed to be apologetic for having to distract him. “I’ve 
taken the liberty of setting up our series of tests according to Akon 
methods. Thanks to the genius and empathy of your Swoon 
microtechnologists, the equipment I requested has been furnished in the 
miraculous time of one Earth day. 


“When I speak of life in connection with this bio-material, I mean it’s 
something like the life you find in a culture that has been introduced into a 
nutrient solution. The only alarming feature is the fact that in larger masses 
of plasma a certain individuality factor is present. I don’t wish to burden 
you with figures and confusing curves or diagrams and instrument readings 
of a very complex nature. The overall result of the total analysis is this: the 
greater the mass of the bio-substance the more definitely the pattern of a 
distinct personality emerges.” 


Rhodan’s next question rang through the room. “How large must that mass 
be? Kule-Tats? Moders ...? 


The Ara answered quietly but with conviction. “Very large, sir — almost 
unimaginably large.” 
“Tons?” 


“No, that’s not the kind of mass I’m speaking of, sir. Perhaps as the lowest 
parameter we should begin with millions of tons, or millions of cubic 
meters. We lack the means of establishing any criteria as a basis for 
calculation.” 


Another sharp question came. “Moders — tell me one thing. Have you ever 
thought of a plasma star?” 


Ye gods! — thought Bell. Perry is coming on like an inquisitor! I hope these 
two experts are wrong about their plasma colossus. With the Laurins at our 
necks and the Posbis at the door — now this! 


The young robotics expert was unshaken. “Yes sir. I’ve thought of that 
often, but what’s the use? When I consider the fantastic proportions we’re 
talking about, in comparison to the small quantities we’ re working with, the 
danger of the Posbis and the Laurins fades into insignificance.” 


Bell listened breathlessly and thought: the man is crazy! Yet this man was 
Van Moders, the best specialist in his field that the Solar System possessed. 


Rhodan had absorbed Moders’ words without the flicker of an eyelash. 
“There’s one point I’m still not clear on, Moders. What keeps this bio- 
substance alive? Weeks ago you were talking about your linkages and your 
hyperintronics, yet we still have cell plasma that has been out of contact 
with positronic stimulation. Why doesn’t the plasma just die out?” 


The helpless looks exchanged between Van Moders and Kule-Tats said 
enough. Rhodan did not ask a second time. An hour later the two scientists 
were gone, leaving Rhodan, Bell, Mercant, Deringhouse and Marshall. 


“Gentlemen,” said Rhodan, “to review this once more: On the Posbi planet 
of Frago in deep space there must be tremendous amounts of plasma. In the 
gigantic mechanical installations our commandos discovered there, the 
machine that dumped plasma into the conveyor is no longer considered to 
be a generator of the bio-substance. Instead it’s supposed to be some kind 
of agitator that augments the cell-division process. Possibly this is so 
turbulent in its action that it causes a cell increase by a factor of 10 or 100 
or even 1000 times. 


“That’s still theoretical, but these theories are coming closer to probability. 


However, the discovery of an individuality in the cell plasma can have 
much more serious implications! Doesn’t this characteristic point to the 
possibility that some mysterious entity exists in plasma form? Well — what 
have you to say to that?” 


Allan D. Mercant looked up and said, “Chief, Solar Intelligence has never 
had to complain about a lack of work, but if we’re going to have to search 
for this plasma entity my men won’t see a bed for months.” 


Rhodan’s features relaxed somewhat. “Then there’s nothing more I can 
say, Mercant.” 


Bell revealed the serious and responsible side of his nature that few people 
knew. “We shouldn’t commit ourselves too fast to the Akons. The 
discovery our two scientists have made adds new factors that could upset 
our whole political situation.” 


“Agreed, Bell,” said Perry. Then he turned to Deringhouse. “When you left 
the Akons, you say they were still not empowered to sign a treaty?” 


“No, Chief, not yet. But the spokesman for the delegation hinted they were 
sure to receive the authorization in the next few days, as soon as the 
individual departments of the Supreme Council have established their 
opinions in writing.” 

“Hm-m”. .. Days!” Rhodan mused aloud. “At the moment I still don’t 
know how we should proceed. Deringhouse, it’s in your hands now to keep 
them from being angry with us — but we can’t commit ourselves to any 
more than what, to a certain extent, has already been established between 
us. How would you judge this situation?” 

“Lousy!” said Deringhouse flatly. 

Rhodan chuckled. “Then we’re in agreement. Are our three bogey ships 
still in the Blue System?” 

“They were ordered back,” said Bell. “Two hours and ten minutes ago.” 
“Then I guess everything has been discussed. We’ve had enough worries 
for one session. I think we can close up shop for today .. .” 

Rhodan was interrupted by an emergency call from Terrania’s interstellar 
hypercom station. The viewscreen flickered to life and Atlan’s face 
appeared. The Arkonide must have noted the presence of the others in the 
room. He spoke in English. 

“Perry, my hypercom is about ready to blow a fuse. Your outpost satellites 
in intercosmic space are reporting a gigantic space battle in sector GER-45, 
green 18, MJK-2. Distance from M-13 is 82 light years. Two minutes ago 


they started picking up transition shockwaves, macro-energy bursts, and 
definite nuclear disintegration curves. Do you have the location spotted on 
your star chart?” 


Rhodan confirmed. Almost with Atlan’s first words, Bell had switched on 
the chart projector. In 3-D clarity, an area of the galactic “Rim Zone” 
appeared, and the Arkonide’s precise coordinates were easily located. 


The Imperator continued. “The battle center is moving at 0.7 light speed 
toward MJK-7. All hell must be loose out there. Our sensors and scanners 
are showing energy levels that are almost unreadable — which is a clear 
indication of the Posbis. But who are those robots slugging it out with? The 
Laurins?” 


“You'd better get a determination on that point, Atlan,” advised Rhodan. 
“But if it’s what you think it is, if I were you I’d move into that fight with 
the Arkon fleet — and even take sides with the Posbis.” 


“Can’t you get away, Barbarian?” asked Atlan. 
“I’m tied up here with the Akon delegation.” 


A faint smile touched Atlan’s lips as he thought of “Project Bogeyman,” 
but he was distracted by more news at his end. “Here’s a new dispatch from 
advance satellite HUP-88, Perry. HUP is only one light hour from the battle 
zone. Computer analysis gives a 90% probability that the number of ships 
engaged is between 300 and 400 units. If only half of those are Posbis, I’d 
certainly like to know what kind of weapons the Laurins are using!” 


Solar Intelligence was always aware of continuous attempts on the part of 
unfriendly powers to intercept hypercom conversations of either the 
Imperator or Rhodan, or both, but so far no one had ever succeeded in 
breaking through the electronic security screens. Synchronized pulse-burse 
encoders and scramblers reduced every word and intonation to an 
undecipherable hash of noise. Thus the two top leaders were able to 
converse as if they were together between four walls. 


Rhodan told the Arkonide about the latest results of the Posbi plasma 
research. 


“Crazy!” Atlan exclaimed. But he was referring to the scope of 
implications that had been opened up by the new direction of the plasma 
experts’ thinking. Rhodan had hardly finished his report before the 
Imperator asked: “Have your two scientists done any more thinking about 
the Posbis’ mystery question: Are you the true life form?” 


“No, Atlan.” 


“Thank you. In that case, switch me over to them, Perry. Now I think I 
have a clue to the meaning of that question.” 


“Tll have the station switch you over, Atlan.” 
This ended the conversation between the Administrator and the Imperator. 


When Atlan appeared on the viewscreen, Kule-Tats stiffened instinctively, 
striking a posture of respect. For the Ara, Atlan was the Imperator Gonozal 
VII. Ever since his arrival in Terrania he had often wondered over the fact 
that humans referred to him merely as Atlan in their conversations, only 
very seldom distinguishing him as an emperor. 


Atlan knew the Terran experts. He recognized Kule-Tats only by his tall, 
spindly figure, which was typical of an Ara. But to make sure, he asked 
over more than 30000 light years of distance: “Are you Kule-Tats?” 


“Yes, your Eminence .. .” 


As Imperator of a degenerated people, Atlan had always felt ill at ease, and 
courtly manners were always an abomination to him. “Kule-Tats, the 
Terrans call me Atlan. You do the same.” 


“Yes, your Grace — I mean, Mister Atlan,” replied the Ara confusedly. 


Van Moders had not altered his normally casual attitude. He watched the 
screen expectantly, knowing that the Arkonide must have a special purpose 
in contacting them. Nor did he have long to wait, as Atlan came to the point 
immediately. 


“In regard to the well-known question: Are you the true life form? — does 
that refer exclusively to synthetic creations, such as robots, or is it perhaps 
also related to actual forms of life — which are in no way identical to that of 
the Laurins? The answer to that can be of tremendous importance, 
gentlemen! Have you considered the implications of this Posbi question?” 


Neither Van Moders nor Kule-Tats understood why the Arkonide was 
placing so much emphasis on the subject. Questions and answers flew back 
and forth over the hypercom channel. Various vagaries were cleared up, but 
in the end Atlan’s main question had not been answered. 


“Then this is the risk Il have to take. But isn’t my question answered in 
the one fact that the Posbi plasma has a strong similarity to the human 
DNA molecule?” 


The Ara contradicted this at once. “Mister Atlan, in this case we cannot 
speak of similarities, much less a strong resemblance. The human DNA 
molecule seems — and I emphasize that word, seems — to be related to the 
bio-substance of the Posbis .. .” 


The Arkonide was not interested in scientific dissertations at the moment. 
The situation was too precarious. “All right, Kule-Tats,” he interrupted, 
“that will be enough! Back to my question: Jn this degree of relationship, 
isn’t there any clue as to the meaning of the Posbi question? Yes or no?” 


They didn’t say yes, and they didn’t say no. 


“Then Ill have to check it out myself!” exclaimed Atlan, and he cut off the 
connection. Two thoughtful experts were left staring at each other in 
silence. 


Kule-Tats was the first to speak. “Moders, do you have any clue?” 


The other shook his head. “Not exactly a clue, but maybe I have an idea. 
Listen, Kule-Tats...” 


Dawn was breaking over Terrania by the time the two had finally talked 
themselves out”. . . 


The Arkonide fleet had been manned by Terran commandos. It raced in 
linear flight toward the sector of the galactic rim where the mighty space 
battle had been raging for more than an hour. Even the ordinance officers 
were humans, whereas the lower service grades were filled by robots who 
had always served in such positions on board these ships. 


On all vessels a top alert condition was in effect and the tracking stations 
were doubly manned. The big 3-D sensor-scanner on each ship was 
monitored by four officers. Although the mighty fleet was hurtling through 
the libration zone of semi-space, this apparatus made it possible to observe 
normal-space in the direction of flight. 


Atlan’s flagship was of the latest design, fresh off the assembly line. The 
spherical giant, measuring 1500 meters in diameter, was equipped with the 
most powerful linear-drive engines — but while in fleet formation its speed 
had to match that of the slowest ship. Of course it was actually ridiculous to 
speak of “slow” flight in semi-space, which permitted velocities thousands 
of times faster than light, but a low-powered Kalup converter gave less 
acceleration to a ship than one that had a high-powered Kalup on board. 


The Arkonide fleet required slightly under 11 minutes before emerging on 
the edge of the galaxy where the unknown combat forces had been engaged 
in heavy conflict. High performance absorbers prevented any shockwaves 
from occurring upon reentry into the normal universe. In specific terms, 
when Atlan brought his warships out of nothingness into the almost starless 


abyss, he was 3 million kms from the nearest actively-engaged Posbi ship. 


The symbol transformers in the flagship’s control central had been 
programmed. These apparatuses made it possible to translate human speech 
into Posbi symbology, and also they could convert the robots’ strange, 
symbol-like impulses into speech or clear-text messages. The great 
reliability of these masterpieces of earthly scientific and technical skill was 
due in part to the craftsmanship of the little Swoon people, who were 
known as the cosmic micro-technicians. 


As soon as the flagship emerged into normal space, the symbol 
transformers reacted. The Posbis were sending distress calls to a central 
station somewhere in the intergalactic void. The same emergency signal 
kept repeating itself. 


“Switch over!” Atlan ordered. 


A long punched tape was automatically fed into the machine, and a call 
went out to the fragment ships in symbol format: “We are the true life 
form! We will help the true life! We come as friends!” The powerful 
telecom transmitter beamed the message to all of the distant cubical ships. 


“Laurins, sir!” The announcement rang through the great control central. 
The message was meant for Atlan. 


The Invisibles! They themselves were invisible, and most of the time their 
teardrop spaceships were also. These phantoms of the void could only be 
seen by means of special viewscreens. More than 100 Laurin ships were 
firing with all weapons at 11 cube-shaped Posbi vessels. 


The Invisibles were non-humans, but not merely because they could not be 
seen. Their form of life was a kind that no one in the Milky Way could 
comprehend. A Laurin could only be seen for a few seconds when struck 
by a powerful energy beam. During that weird moment when he was dying, 
he revealed a human-like silhouette, but it was not possible to grasp him 
physically. Apparently arch enemies of the Posbis, they were no less a 
mystery than the bio-robots themselves. 


Atlan transmitted the signal to attack. All ships were equipped with the 
special devices and screens for making the teardrop ships of the enemy 
visible. In the spherical warships, bristling with weapons, positronic 
calculations were being made for the fire-direction officers. The Arkon fleet 
raced forward and came within firing range in a matter of seconds. 

When the flagship opened fire from its polar gun turret, the officers held 
their breaths. A fragment ship was blasted into a nuclear cloud of fire! 
Once again the Laurins had furnished proof that they were able to destroy 


the Posbis’ relativity screens. 


The Arkon fleet closed in on the Laurins in a pincers formation. The deep 
void seemed to be ripped asunder in a jumbled grid-pattern of energy 
beams. The battle Titans kept up an incessant fire. In Atlan’s ship they were 
less concerned about the course of the conflict than they were about the 
behavior of the 10 remaining cube ships. Had they understood the 
continuous symbol signal, or did they at least accept the fact that unknown 
warships had come to help them? 


“Let’s hope that the Posbi commanders are as intelligent as we assume 
them to be,” said the Arkonide Imperator. 


An officer called to him from the observer section. “Sir, don’t 
underestimate the Posbis! Only one ship fired at us, and only for a few 
seconds. After that it concentrated only on the Laurins.” 


Forty of the super battleships concentrated their fire on a formation of two 
dozen teardrop ships. In that area the void became as bright as day. The 40 
attacking ships seemed to be linked to the Laurin squadron by a beam of 
energy that shimmered in all colors of the rainbow and was as wide as an 
express highway on Arkon II. 


Chaos was the result. 


Tiny suns appeared, losing their initial brilliance in seconds as they 
expanded into gigantic flaming spheres. Each sun was an exploding Laurin 
ship. Atlan thought: they have seen that we want to help them. Hopefully 
the Posbis know how to show their gratitude! 


The hideously-shaped cubical ships with their uncanny fire power did not 
even attack the small Arkonide formation when it was forced to cross their 
firing lines and pass beyond them about 5 kms. Not the least detail escaped 
Atlan’s attention as he continued his observation. In the midst of a life and 
death battle he had the strength of mind to make a close study of the Posbis 
and their behavior. 


With this one-sided intervention he had launched a daring experiment. As 
well as Perry Rhodan he knew the terrible menace the robot race 
represented for the galaxy. If it was not possible to make friends or at least 
to achieve some kind of neutrality with them, then they would soon rule the 
entire Milky Way. 


With the great fire power of the powerful task fleet, Atlan hoped to 
convince the emotionally sensitive Posbis that his forces were the “true life 
form,” that they respected it and even defended it. The encoded message 
was still being generated by the symbol transformer and was being 


transmitted over hypercom to the robot commander on one of the fragment 
ships. Without cessation the message was hammered home to the 
controlling plasma center. We are the true life form! And it seemed to be 
effective. 


The Arkon fleet’s maneuvers were also showing results. The Laurins’ left 
attack flank broke apart in a blinding display of pyrotechnics as the 
teardrop vessels expired under the awful impact of concentrated energy 
beams. However, the surviving ships not only answered with counterfire 
but also attacked the fragment ships again and again with amazing fury. 
And the Invisibles scored another hit, proving again that the Posbis’ 
defense screens were vulnerable. A second later the third cube ship 
exploded. 


Of 11 fragment ships only 8 were left. 


But this was the last success of the Invisibles. They couldn’t hold up 
against the superior force they had suddenly been faced with. A new large 
contingent of the Arkon fleet had arrived, and the Laurins were brought 
under fire from every side. Within a matter of minutes they lost more than 
half their ships. Suddenly the surviving vessels turned and raced away into 
the intergalactic abyss. A tremendous backwash of shockwaves indicated 
that they had fled into hyperspace. 

“Now I’m anxious to see what happens,” said Atlan. 

The symbol transformer was still sending out its coded message, but 
nothing else occurred. The 8 Posbi ships were poised motionlessly in space, 
facing the mighty Arkon fleet at a close distance. 

Atlan glanced at the chronometer. Something bothered him about the 
robots but he couldn’t define it. “Well,” he said impatiently, “if the Posbis 
are supposed to be able to learn, it doesn’t come easily for them. If they’d 
only answer our symbol message, at least! Hello, com central,” he called 
into the intercom. “What’s going on?” He wasn’t happy with the reply. 
“Sir, one of the cube ships is still transmitting a distress call.” 

“Still?” he repeated. 

“Yes sir.” 

The Arkonide considered. He was not ready to take a large risk. He issued 
a general order to all ships. In case of an emergency they were to retreat at 
full speed. Even under unfavorable flight conditions they were to seek the 
safety of the libration zone. 


The navigation computers on all battleships went into operation. They 


provided the necessary data for a number of contingencies, and these 
calculations were entered into the positronic memory banks. After two 
hours of waiting, the Posbi ships were still hovering motionlessly at the 
same distance from the Posbi fleet. 


Ten minutes before this, com central had reported: “Sir, the Posbis’ distress 
signal stopped about a minute ago.” 


“And?” 
“Otherwise there’s nothing else to report, sir.” 


Again Atlan experienced an indefinable sense of uneasiness. In this 
situation the absence of Perry Rhodan was painful to him. Undoubtedly he 
would have arrived at the right decision with his usual intuitive certainty. 


Suddenly the dark void around them burst into a holocaust of raybeams! 
Under protection of their uncanny relativity fields — all adjusted to “real” 
time — more than 500 fragment ships appeared between the other Posbis 
and the Arkonide fleet. But even with such a massive entry as this, no warp 
shocks were detectable. Due to the nature of the relativity fields, no 
distortions of spatial structure occurred. However, another kind of inferno 
was unleashed. Within a few seconds the Posbis’ dreaded transformation 
beams destroyed three State-class cruisers. 


By this time the command for a crash pull-out had already gone out to the 
Arkon fleet. The positronic memory banks released their pre-calculated 
data to the automatic navigation controls. In every ship, hundreds of 
machines, power plants and engines roared into action. Every gun turret 
fired at maximum capacity. Although the Arkon fleet defended itself with 
all its battle strength there was no commander who felt there would be the 
slightest chance of standing up to the enemy. The massed Arkon flotillas 
were no match for a concentrated force of over 500 fragment ships. In 
armaments the robots were superior. 


“Cut off the symbol sender!” cried Atlan while his flagship barely escaped 
destruction from a transformation beam. 


But the Posbi ships that had stormed out of hyperspace took no notice of it. 
In fact they seemed to increase the intensity of their fire. There was only 
one way out: retreat! The only haven was the libration zone of semi-space. 
Under unfavorable flight conditions the great Arkon formation vanished. 


When they entered the realm of linear flight, several thousand human crew 
members breathed a sigh of relief. The only direct casualties had been the 
three State-class cruisers, but 16 other ships reported more or less heavy 
damages from raybeam hits. 


Atlan looked around him in the control central. Everywhere he saw 
disgruntled faces, and here and there a curse was audible. “What do you see 
on the relativity scanner?” asked the Imperator. 


“The Posbis are not following us, sir.” 


Atlan did not readily accept this. He looked at the officer challengingly. “I 
believe you mean — they aren’t following us in the libration zone. Do you 
know then what route the robots are taking through hyperspace?” 


The Ist officer objected. “Sir, I don’t share your suspicion.” 


Atlan cut him off with an impatient wave of his hand. “Just wait, and then 
speak! As you Terrans express it, I wouldn’t put anything past the Posbis!” 
He was discouraged because his desperate experiment of sending symbol 
signals to the hard-pressed 11 fragment ships had seemed to be succeeding, 
only to be completely reversed by this wholly unexpected development. 


The fleeing Arkon fleet hurtled through semi-space toward star cluster 
M-13 in Hercules, in the center of which was the Arkon sun — shining 
down on the three most important planets of the Imperium. They did not fly 
directly toward the star cluster. Their lineal course approached it at a 
tangent. When the Kalup converters were silenced on board each ship and 
they dropped back again into the normal universe, M-13’s ocean of stars 
appeared on the great panoramic screens. 


There was no discernible trace of the Posbis. 

The ships decelerated to 0.5 light speed. A suspenseful excitement spread 
through the fleet. Had the 500 fragment ships followed them, or had they 
turned away when the spherical Arkon ships vanished into semi-space? 
“We're rid of them!” exclaimed somebody on the flagship prematurely. 
“Unfortunately not!” Atlan called out. 

Again, due to their relativity fields, the enemy had emerged from 


hyperspace without producing shockwaves. Under magnification the panob 
screens finally revealed the Posbis. 


What Atlan saw was less disconcerting to him than the looks he felt from 
all sides. Each man was waiting for his orders but he had none to give. He 
was more at a loss for direction than he had ever been in his life. All his 
knowledge and experience told him that it would be impossible to face this 
comparatively small fleet of enemy ships — but he couldn’t just let these 
bio-positronic robots take over star cluster M-13 without a fight. 


“Red alert to the entire fleet!” It was all he could think of at the moment. 


Again the officers in the control central stared at him. They expected more 


from the Arkon Imperator than merely placing his fighting units on battle 
alert. He turned to face them, and each felt the impact of his concentrated 
gaze. 


“Gentlemen, I have never claimed to be smarter than any of you. True, my 
knowledge has been accumulated from experiences reaching over 10000 
years of time, but the Posbis are as much new ground for me as they are for 
you. I can only join you in hoping that a sudden miracle will happen so that 
we can contain these robots.” 


He was interrupted by the ship’s intercom: “Sir, the fleet forces have been 
alerted and coordinates have been issued. All units have been advised of 
the fragment ships!” 


At this moment, Atlan again had to marvel at these Terrans. On his own 
cognizance the duty officer in com central had worded the alert message so 
that all commanders were aware of what was transpiring on the outer limits 
of M-13. 


But the fragment ships came racing onward. 


Atlan switched to com central and leaned over the microphone. “Send out a 
distress call to Perry Rhodan. Don’t forget to add that the Posbis are 
probably aware of M-13 and what it contains. That is all.” 


ok 


Olf Stagge again linked himself telepathically into the thoughts of Kule- 
Tats. The monitoring of the Aras was still going on. Although Perry 
Rhodan trusted his intuition concerning the scientist, he did not dare to take 
the slightest risk. 


The thoughts the Scandinavian picked up were completely 
incomprehensible to him. The longer he probed the Ara’s mind the more 
lost he became. Posbis and again Posbis. The main content of the other’s 
thought train had to do with effects, circuits, molecules and positronic 
processes, but Stagge could not grasp what one had to do with the other. He 
hastily withdrew. 


Lying in his room, Stagge searched for new telepathic contacts. Almost 
everywhere he penetrated the dreams of sleepers. These men who had lain 
down to catch a few hours of sleep were occupied even in their sleep with 
the problem of the Posbis, seeking to fathom the secret of these partially 
biological robots. They were all dreaming of their work and the 
Scandinavian had to mentally shake himself loose. 


Inadvertently he encountered thought emanations from the cell plasma 
itself. He probed for impulses of hatred but without success. With 
increasing interest he strove to trace the slightest hate emissions but didn’t 
find any. 


Olf Stagge felt somewhat confused. Hadn’t he heard everywhere that the 
primary emotional output of the plasma was hatred against anything 
organic? But if this were true, where were the corresponding impulses? The 
plasma seemed to be unusually content. The only feelings the Scandinavian 
could detect were undeniably related to a sensation of comfort and ease. 


I’m crazy, he thought. That just can’t be so. After all, the cell plasma was 
supposed to make the Posbi monsters hate all organic life. So why should 
Earth’s experimental quantities of the plasma feel the opposite? 


Stagge interrupted his telepathic surveillance and also went to sleep. He 
was awakened out of his deepest slumbers by the thunder of titanic space 
engines. Major units of the Terran fleet were taking off at the moment. 


Exasperated by the infernal racket, he grumbled, “They could have picked 
a better time for a blastoff!” But in spite of the ruckus and clamor he soon 
fell asleep again. 


Toward morning he was awakened by an unusual commotion in the living 
quarters. As he wandered into the corridor half asleep, robotics expert Van 
Moders was just passing by — and in the same moment Stagge recalled his 
telepathic probings. 

“Can [have a word with you, Mr. Moders?” he asked. 

But the scientist was in a hurry and answered hastily, “No time now!” 


However, Olf Stagge believed that his discovery would be of importance to 
the specialist. “Mr. Moders, it’s about our supply of plasma. That stuff is 
thinking of nothing but happiness and bliss!” 


Moders came to an abrupt halt. “Make it fast,” he urged. “I really haven’t 
any time. Is it something that will take long?” 


“Just a few minutes.” 


“T can’t wait. ’m flying with the Chief. I'll tell you what. Get your clothes 
on quickly and follow me — Ill be on the flagship. I'll tell the 
Administrator that you’re on board. You’ll find me on C-deck, cabin 435. 
See you then!” 

As a member of the Mutant Corps, Stagge was militarily trained and had 
been drilled in getting dressed in an astonishingly short time. Also, he did 
not forget to take along the important items that were standard equipment 


for every mission. 


Perry Rhodan’s flagship was the THEODORICH, measuring almost a mile 
in diameter. When Stagge arrived, the main airlock gates were closed. He 
went up the personnel ramp and reported to the lock guard, who was a 
robot. 


“Pass,” said the mechanical creature after Stagge identified himself. 


The main antigrav shaft carried him quickly aloft. Halfway up he heard the 
engines start in the ring bulge and simultaneously the great spherical hull 
began to rumble. The ship was about to take off. Stagge realized that he had 
arrived at the last moment. 


In cabin 435 he found Van Moders conversing with Kule-Tats. 
“Here’s the man I was telling you about,” said Van Moders. 


When Stagge probed the Ara’s thoughts, he found only expectancy and 
curiosity. Van Moders motioned for the mutant to sit down, just as the 
THEODORICH took off. Stagge was about to begin his report when he 
remembered that the Ara must not know that there were Terrans who could 
read minds. But what had Mr. Moders told his colleague in the meantime? 
Had he revealed this classified information? 


He got up abruptly. “Excuse me, gentlemen. I forgot to report to Mr. 
Marshall. Bear with me for a few minutes.” 


He swiftly tapped Moders’ thoughts and encountered both anger and 
disbelief. Then like a thief caught red-handed he left the cabin. At the first 
intersection he went to an intercom station and asked where John Marshall 
could be found. 

A mechanical voice rang in his ears: “Not on board.” 

In his perplexity, Stagge acted out of desperation. He rang Moders’ cabin 
and disguised his voice. “Mr. Moders, report to the Chief!” 

A few moments later, Van Moders left his cabin, and Stagge intercepted 
him at the intersection. He explained everything in a few sentences. 

Van Moders was alarmed. “Come back into my cabin,” he said. “It was my 
mistake, Stagge. I guess Inlet the cat out of the bag — blabbed the whole 
thing. Damn! I was only thinking of the cell plasma, not about these darned 
security regulations. Well, to the devil with them!” 

Distressed, Stagge answered: “But I can’t omit reporting the incident, Mr. 
Moders.” 

The other waved it off. “It’s not the end of the world, and it’s not going to 
cost me my head. Kule-Tats didn’t make a big thing out of having his mind 


monitored.” 


In Moders’ cabin, Stagge started his report for the second time. His 
observations were evidently of enormous importance because the two 
scientists kept exchanging significant glances. 


“Let’s go over this again, Stagge,” Van Moders interrupted. “You tried to 
probe the emotional currents of the plasma, and what did you find?” 


The loudspeaker rattled: “Mr. Moders and Kule-Tats, please report to the 
Chief. He is presently in cabin 109...” 


“You come with us, Stagge. Hold your report for now. We want Perry 
Rhodan to hear your story.” 


Deringhouse was quartered in cabin 109, and Rhodan was with him. He 
had been informed by Van Moders of Stagge’s presence on board, so he 
was not surprised when three men came in to see him. Stagge retold his 
experience, and Rhodan and Deringhouse also listened with great interest. 


At the end of it, Rhodan turned to the two experts. “Well, gentlemen?” 


Kule-Tats remained silent, but Moders spoke. “Sir, it’s asking too much to 
expect an opinion at this stage. We have to think this through — provided 
that Stagge’s observations are valid.” 


“You have your doubts?” Rhodan seemed surprised. 


“T don’t doubt his word, but when it comes to the para-sector even a mutant 
can be wrong.” 

“No,” Rhodan retorted. “He cannot! A mutant is never mistaken when 
probing the para-sector.” 

“Very well, sir, but that makes it necessary for Kule-Tats and me to ask 
Stagge some further questions.” 

“Please, there are some chairs. Sit down. Deringhouse and I will listen.” 
But after some further discussion nothing much new was added. Van 
Moders finally got up, indicating that he considered the conversation to be 
at an end. However, he had one more question. “Stagge, did you by any 
chance detect traces of intelligence in the plasma?” 

Simply and unsuspectingly, the mutant answered, “Yes.” 

Whereas Kule-Tats merely studied the mutant with interest, Moders sank 
back into his chair and ran both hands through his hair. “By all the gods of 
the galaxy!” he groaned. “These Posbis and their cell plasma are going to 
drive me out of my mind!” 


“If they give you that much time,” interjected Rhodan. 


An odd note in his voice reminded Moders that the Administrator no doubt 
had other things on his mind. He recalled that an Akon delegation was in 
Terrania. It was rumored that a treaty was pending between the Solar 
Imperium and the Blue System. If the rumor was true, then Perry Rhodan’s 
flight with the THEODORICH must be due to an unexpected crisis. In fact, 
his last remark could only relate this thrust into space to the Posbis. 


The chief noted his questioning look and confirmed his suspicion. “A 
formation of more than 500 fragment ships is attacking our united fleet — 
right on the threshold of M-13. Moders, can you imagine the fire power of 
500 Posbi ships?” 


When the robotics expert nodded, he continued. “Imperator Gonozal VIII 
has had hostile contact with the teardrop ships of the Laurins. He radioed 
all his known data concerning the Laurins to Earth, and they have been 
filed in the archives on board. If you and Kule-Tats check out the latest 
information on them, maybe you can make something of it.” 


Even the Ara caught Rhodan’s inference that he wanted to be left alone 
now with Deringhouse, but Moders still had another question: “Sir, how is 
the battle for M-13 going? How are the plasma brains of the Posbi 
commanders reacting?” 


Rhodan’s gray eyes were troubled. “Moders, didn’t you bring up the theory 
about the Posbis’ learning instinct? Since these semiorganic robots had 
their experience with our narco beams over Salorat, they have been very 
busy doing their homework. Atlan reports that our fleet can hardly do 
anything with the narco cannons against the Posbis. So your theory is not a 
theory any more. Their learning capability is an established fact!” 


3. 
MAY DAY IN THE MILKY WAY 


Jefe Claudrin, the Epsalian commander of the THEODORICH, came out of 
the communications central and shook his head at his Ist officer. “It’s a 
mess in there!” he exclaimed. 


The men in the com central were beginning to sweat, but it had nothing to 
do with the ship’s air-conditioning. Dispatches were inundating them like a 
waterfall. All hypercom receiving stations were busy. They could not 
handle so many simultaneous messages all at once. Increasingly the 
outgoing traffic was also building up on almost all frequency bands as the 
transmitter kept sending out the same request: Repeat transmission! Repeat 
transmission! But the positronic monitors accurately registered all of it. 


“Good Lord!” exclaimed the 2nd com officer. “What’s happening along the 
Rim? That’s the 8th outpost satellite that’s gone off the air!” On his console 
panel, 8 indicator lamps were gleaming red. Under each of them was a code 
identification in letters and numbers — the name of an outpost satellite. 


The 9th red lamp came on! 


Although the communications men did not lose their nerve, they were 
overloaded to the point of exhaustion. Out on the edge of the Milky Way — 
in the intergalactic void facing the Andromeda nebula — the 9th observation 
station had failed to respond to signals. In other words, the silenced stations 
had been destroyed. And more than 30 others were sounding alarms. They 
reported that they had been detected by the fragment ships. 


The 10th red light on the panel indicated that the destruction of the 
satellites was not happening at random. With a consistency that far 
exceeded the normal behavior of robots, the Posbis had penetrated the 
triple ring of Terran observation stations and cut a straight-lined breach 
through them. 

“They’re making a space corridor,” said Meis in helpless rage. “It’s as if 
those, plasma freaks knew exactly the scanning range of every station.” 
One minute later the com men had other things to think about. Atlan hailed 
the THEODORICH, requesting contact with the Chief. The operators heard 
the ensuing conversation, which really brought out the sweat. The fragment 
ships had attacked a colonial planet on the edge of the Arkon Imperium. 


Atlan could no longer contain the onslaught. 


“The narco cannons have no effect on them now,” he confessed. This was 
the weightiest statement of his report. “Barbarian, the Druufs from the 
other universe were angels by comparison! They’re enough to drive you 
crazy. They’ve already learned how to out-maneuver us in our tactic of 
bringing precision mass fire to bear on their relativity screens. I don’t know 
how they manage to avoid eight or ten beams in a cluster, but their 
transformation cannons are making life hell for us. Our total casualty count 
isn’t in yet, but more than 60 ships of all classes have had to pull back with 
more or less heavy damages.” 


The com men could only exchange glances in silence. The Kalup converter 
thundered as the THEODORICH raced through the libration zone of semi- 
space. The loudspeaker became silent for a moment, and then Perry 
Rhodan spoke to the hard-pressed Arkonide. 


Then, Atlan’s voice again: “All right, Perry, ’ll be waiting!” 


That was the end of their hypercom conversation, but it did not end the 
clamor in the com central. Now distress calls were coming in from colonial 
worlds of the Arkon Imperium -— still on the perimeter of the star cluster. 
They were always the same, again and again: Fragment ships! Monster 
ships! Annihilating raybeam attack! Counterfire from planetary defenses 
without effect! 


In a word: this was invasion. 

A bald-headed communications man spoke to his companion. “I wouldn’t 
want to be in the Chief’s shoes just now.” 

“T don’t think I’m doing very well in my own,” replied the other. “There! 
Another planet call!” 

“What’s its name? Elkas? Never heard of it!” 


*k 


Atlan had left his ship and come to the THEODORICH by means of a 
matter transmitter. Rhodan had been waiting for him in the control central 
at the receiving end, and when he stepped out the two greeted each other 
with a handshake. Aside from Perry Rhodan, the tall Arkonide was the only 
man in the universe who possessed a cell activator and was thus relatively 
immortal. 


He greeted Claudrin with a nod and asked, “Where are Bell, Mercant and 
the rest of your top staff?” He and Rhodan were already on their way to the 


central’s hatch door. 


“In Terrania,” Perry answered. “They have the unpleasant task of ridding 
us of the Akon delegation. Politely but as fast as possible, they are to shoo 
them back to the Blue System.” 


The Arkonide came to a stop in the outer passage. “How’s that? You aren’t 
interested anymore in a firm alliance with the Akons?” 


“More than ever, but I can’t tie down the terms of a treaty with them yet. 
Right now I don’t have the time or the patience for it. Besides, they’Il soon 
realize how desperate the situation is for all of us, if a miracle doesn’t 
happen.” 


The Arkonide laughed a bit caustically. “There you go with your practical 
pessimism again.” 

“Yes, Pm still at it. But I hope our two Posbi experts can do better than 
that. Van Moders and Kule-Tats are on board. At present they are 
analyzing the observations you made during your action against the 
Laurins.” 


“Oh? Do you expect your miracle to come from that direction, Perry? I 
don’t — not anymore. I had hoped very much to convince the Posbis that I 
came as their friend — with my continuous symbol message and our attack 
in their defense. Out there in the big deep, for a while it looked as if my 
hope would be realized, until suddenly the fragment armada popped out of 
hyperspace and tried to turn my fleet into another starcluster! Perry, the 
behavior of those robots is beyond me!” 


Atlan was fresh from the battle front. He was in the best position to judge 
whether or not the Solar-Arkonide fleet with its more than 100000 warships 
would have a chance to successfully stand up in the battle against the 
numerically inferior force of fragment ships. 


But Rhodan didn’t ask his friend about it. 


When they entered his cabin, Deringhouse had sorted out the most 
important dispatches that had been received in the meantime. Rhodan and 
Atlan read them together. 


Finally, the chief contacted the com central. “Transmit the following 
message. I want it on the interstellar wavebands of the Galactic Traders, the 
Aras, the Ekhonides, and all the rest: 


“First Administrator Rhodan to the peoples of the Arkon Imperium. At this 
hour the Greater Imperium is being attacked by a race of robots. The 
united fleets of Arkon and the Solar System are attempting to ward off the 


enemy. The possible results of the battle are unknown, since the robots 
possess weapons we have no defense against. We need every warship 
available. But we need another 100000 ships to evacuate people in a 
matter of hours from the threatened planets of the Greater Imperium. 
Imperator Gonozal VIII is leading the defensive battle on the outer 
perimeters of M-13. He expects that the peoples of his empire will not be 
traitors to the Imperium. 


“The First Administrator, Rhodan, is also counting on help from all sides. 
But that help must come soon, or many millions of lives will be lost! 
Inhabitants of the Greater Imperium, act now! All that you do will be for 
your own protection. 


“Signed: Perry Rhodan, First Administrator of the Solar Imperium. 


“Transmit that continuously at maximum output power for 15 minutes, 
standard time. Put it on all main frequencies. Even the smallest races must 
be reached. Any questions?” 


“How about the Akons?” 


“Not necessary,” Rhodan answered curtly. “They monitor just about every 
frequency anyway.” After that he sat down. “Well, Atlan, how much hope 
do you have for the success of my message?” 


“Rescue for many millions of people? Does this make any sense, my 
friend? Wouldn’t we just be postponing what is inevitable, sooner or 
later?” 


“What?” 


“What? What? What?” repeated Atlan, flaring up suddenly. He ignored 
Rhodan’s look of astonishment. “The transformation beam is an ultimate 
weapon! We have nothing to counter it. Our missiles with nuclear 
warheads are far too slow — they can be destroyed in flight by 
transformation beams. We can only penetrate their defense screens if 8 or 
10 energy beams hit the same spot simultaneously. It’s maddening . . .” 


“Not yet, Arkonide. This isn’t like you. Where is your courage? Where is 
that will to live that preserved you for 10000 years on Earth? The Posbis 
and their flying coffins are not invincible! Don’t forget that the Laurins 
know how to destroy them! For me the transformation cannon is no 
ultimate weapon. In fact I’ve never believed in an ultimate weapon, and I 
never will. There is no such thing. Every weapon is succeeded by a new 
one that is still more deadly.” 


The Arkonide flared up again. “But we have nothing, Rhodan! Yes, we 
have over 100000 warships that are battling against a ridiculous 500 enemy 


ships. By rights they shouldn’t even exist any longer — but what are the 
facts in reality? We’re not even able to prevent the enemy from attacking 
and destroying inhabited planets! That, my friend, is reality! — and it does 
not allow us to hope for a miracle, because time is running out!” 


Rhodan glanced meaningfully at Deringhouse. The Arkonide was highly 
disturbed. He stared at the floor and continued. “Perry, if you only knew 
how the Posbis fight us now! These devil robots are learning faster all the 
time. The more they understand us the more dangerous they become. They 
must have surrounded their plasma commanders with a screen of some kind 
that keeps them from being vulnerable to our narco beams. Perry, just think 
how quickly they developed a counter defense against the narco cannons. 
By the gods — you couldn’t do that with your whole army of engineers and 
technicians!” 


“Arkonide . . .” Perry spoke sharply. “Now tell me in a few words — what is 
it you fear?” 

Atlan looked up at him. “That they will roll over us like a steam roller and 
smash us out of existence!” 


“Atlan — how about a cup of coffee?” 


Rhodan and Deringhouse had provided themselves with coffee from the 
cabin’s dispenser. The Arkonide reached out for the offered cup but then 
drew his hand back and stared at Rhodan. 


“Do you see a way out — a possibility of any kind .. . 7?’ He didn’t have to 
finish the question, as Rhodan shook his head. 


“You’re an Arkonide, Atlan. Deringhouse and I are men of Earth. Men who 
give up usually are defeated by their own lack of hope.” 


“Perry, who may be what, or why, doesn’t interest me at the moment. For 
the past number of hours, facts have been doing the talking — and they tell 
us that we have nothing to face the fragment ships with. Initially they were 
dangerous enough, but today they are practically unconquerable!” 


A new red alert message arrived. The Posbis had received reinforcements 
from the intergalactic void. The additional number of ships was unknown. 


Messages also poured in from the Greater Imperium. The Arkon races had 
taken Rhodan’s appeal seriously. Since the First Administrator had never 
framed a call for help in this form, it was clear that all peoples of the 
Imperium were in grave danger. The central station of the Mounders 
announced that all of their clan fleets were flying to the aid of planets that 
were either threatened or under attack. The Galactic Traders reported 
action. Although making money and profits had always come before 


anything else in their lives, they must have gone into a crisis conference 
and decided to push aside all personal interests. After forcing themselves 
into a state of order, they had determined where to direct their giant fleets 
to save populations from destruction by the Posbis. 


“Deringhouse, order a course change to the new coordinates!” 


Atlan shook his head pensively. “When will I ever find you Terrans not 
organized!? Where did you get the new coordinates? When you left 
Terrania you couldn’t have suspected that the Posbis would be attacking 
the colonial worlds of Arkon!” 


“That’s true. But for some years ve often been worried that this might 
happen. I asked myself what would be absolutely necessary to evacuate 
various planets on a crash basis. Since then, every ship of the Solar 
Imperium, for the State-class up, has had special positronic coordinators — 
designed for just such cases as this”... “ 

Atlan raised his hands in the air. “I give up, Perry! There’s nobody like 
you!” 

Rhodan waved off the compliment, since he wasn’t fond of excessive 
praise. 


A battle alert sounded on board the THEODORICH. Jefe Claudrin reported 
from the control central. “Three enemy vessels sighted, sir! I’m getting out 
of here according to plan.” 


“You’re on your own, Claudrin!” answered Rhodan. 
“Okay, sir.” 
With that, the conversation with the commander was ended. 


“So here are the fragment ships already,” commented Deringhouse. He was 
still busy sorting dispatches according to their importance. 


“Anything new, Deringhouse?” There was an obvious note of anxiety in 
Atlan’s voice. 

“All bad, sir, but nothing catastrophic as yet.” 

The thunder of the Kalup was heard as the flagship prepared to enter semi- 
space again. Meanwhile, the three fragment ships pursued them stubbornly, 
but Rhodan, Atlan and Deringhouse hardly paid any attention to them. 
Deringhouse reached for a new dispatch. He let out a whistle and handed it 
on. The other two read it together. A fragment ship had flown through the 
Arkon System! The massive defense fortresses had not been able to destroy 
it. 


The Arkonide was beside himself. “Those robots must have been made in 


Hell!” he raged. “They’re fiendishly systematic! What monstrous entity 
could have developed them?” 


He was not far wrong. This question had been asked by everyone who had 
ever had contact with the Posbis or their ships. 


“Are you the true life form?” mused Deringhouse. The meaning of the 
apparently dogmatic question had still not been made clear. Any of the 
possible interpretations that had been suggested could be right. Atlan’s 
attempt to put his own theory to the test had been turned into an absurdity 
by the appearance of the large Fragment fleet. 


Atlan expressed Van Moders’ sentiments of several hours before: “It still 
drives me crazy when I think of that cell plasma! It’s organic and is 
supposed to be similar to human plasma, but it produces an activity that 
practically contradicts its own nature.” 


Rhodan spoke calmly. “According to Van Moders’ theory, in the 
hypertronic linkage the robot plasma is malignantly attuned to the 
positronics portion. The one element damages the other.” 


Atlan made an impatient gesture. “To the devil with all this hypertronic and 
hyperintronic mumbo-jumbo! How is it in the case of the plasma 
commanders who run those ships? Does some positronicon also stimulate 
those larger plasma brains?” 


“Of course.” Rhodan wondered why the Arkonide had asked the question. 
“So which is stronger, Perry — the plasma brain or the positronicon?” 


In the next moment, Rhodan was in contact with Moders and Kule-Tats. He 
repeated Atlan’s question. A rasping sound returned over the loudspeaker, 
followed by the Ara’s voice. 

“Sir, give us an hour.” 

This he granted to the two experts. It was useless to push them. Now that 
the flagship had escaped into the libration zone, it was also useless to come 
out of it — because it was useless to attack a fragment ship. They could only 
wait and hope for the miracle that Atlan no longer believed in. 


*k 


Cmdr Park was desperate. 


The hull of his super battleship rumbled under the impact of war. Like a 
monster sun, the Gustav Adolf fired tunnel-sized energy beams in all 
directions. Surrounded by 6 fragment vessels, the giant warship defended 
itself with everything it had. 


A few minutes before, the Gustav Adolf had been alone in space within a 
few light hours from M-13. As always in such cases, the warp sensors had 
failed to give a warning when the 6 cubical ships emerged from 
hyperspace. Now the giant warship battled desperately against this superior 
force. Cmdr Park had not lost a second in beaming out a distress call. At a 
glance he had recognized the hopeless situation his ship was in. 


In the fire-control central the 1st weapons officer gave an order to chain fire 
the new Terran superbombs, which had a yield of 500 gigatons each. He 
knew there was no better way to express his helplessness. Chain fire meant 
unlimited squandering of munitions, only with the hope that perhaps a 
single superbomb would explode against a fragment ship’s defense screen. 
But the bombs were simply not fast enough to hit their targets. The Posbis 
evaded the weapons in lightning-swift maneuvers and probably were 
entertained by the resulting magnificent fireworks. 


Cmdr Park had heard his Ist weapons officer’s order but had not 
countermanded it. He followed the course of the battle on the panoramic 
observation screen, oblivious to the clamor in the depths of his ship. He 
could see brilliant flashes in the outer darkness, which he knew were the 
exploding 500-gigaton bombs. Each of them had cost a small fortune. 


A titanic impact shook the Gustav Adolf s defense screens. 
“Transformation beam!” yelled somebody in the control central. 


The end — thought Cmdr Park as he felt the deck tremble under his feet. 
Only then came the detonation. It was a hit, but not direct. The powerful 
defense screen had diverted the transformation beam and its deadly bomb 
so that it only exploded in the proximity of the super battleship. The 
positronic emergency pilot had managed the evasive maneuver, causing the 
1500-meter sphere to race toward coordinate green. The inertial absorbers 
shrieked as if in despair. The pressure almost exceeded their capacity. Park 
shut his eyes as the sudden brilliance of star cluster M-13 came across his 
screen and almost blinded him. 


“A hit!” The gleeful shout of the 1st weapons officer was heard over the 
intercom. 


His chain-fire tactic had succeeded. One of the ghastly cube ships had 
expired in an atomic explosion. As the void was rent asunder again and a 
second fragment ship was destroyed, the Gustav Adolf entered the 
protection of semi-space. 


Reports came in from all sectors. Deck H in sector 16 had been heavily 
damaged. 14 men were missing or dead. The emergency parts storage bold 


for grav regulators, plasma injectors and Gazelle propulsion units no longer 
existed. 


“Destroyed sector hermetically sealed. Robot teams will be sent in to make 
repairs. The names of the missing and dead will be submitted in a few 
minutes. Over and out!” 


Cmdr Park heard this while leaving the control central. He reached the 
lower sectors through antigrav shaft B-33 and arrived within 50 meters of 
the parts storage hold. A young lieutenant reported to him. The casualty list 
was not yet available. 


Park closed his space helmet. “Open the lock hatch,” he ordered. “But first, 
warn everybody on the P.A. so we won’t have any more casualties.” 


He had to wait more than a minute until the outer hatch closed behind him, 
and until all men in the area had given him an all clear signal. The hatch in 
front of him opened sluggishly. When he had taken ten steps inside he saw 
a jumble of twisted girders, conduits and metal walls. His suit’s spotlight 
flashed on and cast its beam on the ceiling. The deck above was no longer 
secure, and dangerous-looking cracks were visible under his feet. He gave 
an order over his helmet radio. The decks above and below the hold were to 
be vacated at once and robots were to take over the work there. 


15 minutes later he was back in the control central. “Send a message to 
Fleet Command in Terrania. The Gustav Adolf has to dock at wharf 3-17 on 
the Moon. Report this also to Imperator Atlan. That is all.” 


When he looked around he saw his Ist fire direction officer behind him. 
“May I congratulate you?” he said to the blue-eyed, broad-shouldered 
young man. 

“No reason for it, sir,” the other frankly confessed. “If the ship hadn’t 
dodged over so quickly to coordinate green, no shot would have succeeded. 
As it happened, however, two fragment ships flew right into our line of 
fire.” 

“Just the same, I congratulate you, Low. Without your order to chain fire 
there would still be two Posbi ships to worry about. I won’t forget that.” 
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The sinister robot race from the extra-galactic void seemed to be getting 
smarter by the hour. They continued to adapt themselves with increasing 
swiftness to the tactics of the Terrans. 


Atlan had taken over command of the fleet again. He knew that his primary 


task was to keep the Posbis from laying waste to the planets that hadn’t yet 
been evacuated. Nor could he understand why or how he was managing to 
do it. But as an uninterrupted stream of reports came in, giving casualty 
lists of ships of every class, he realized what price the united fleets were 
paying for this rescue of millions of inhabitants. 


Although the Mounders had not contributed in the past to the brighter 
pages of Arkon history, they proved to be better than their reputation. They 
went into action with their heavily-armed cylindrical “long ships,” which 
were as strong in fire power as any Terran heavy cruiser. They attacked the 
Posbi ships so ferociously that Atlan had to warn them to be more cautious. 
But the Mounders paid no attention to him. 


They were assigned to protect Fudol, the third of 8 planets in the Gkurr 
System. With slightly more than 3000 long ships they raced toward it and 
literally threw themselves upon four fragment ships, which were about to 
attack the colonial world. They were aware of the Posbis’ transformation 
beams, but they also knew of the one possibility of destroying the 
invulnerable cubes in spite of their relativity screens. 


At the cost of 38 ships they shot down two of the enemy vessels. They 
were confident of taking care of the remaining two when the robots 
received extra help. A formation of 60 fragment ships was suddenly 
storming amongst the Mounders. But the latter had no intention of fleeing. 
The Springers had announced over hypercom that they were arriving with a 
mighty transport fleet and were about to evacuate 17 million colonists. 


Patriarch Zoge led the Mounders’ war fleet which combined the ships of 
more than 200 clans. He did not flicker an eyelash when he discovered the 
reinforcement of 60 enemy vessels. He made a curt announcement over his 
space telecom: “Anybody who runs away will be committing suicide!” It 
sounded hard but it suited the mentality of the mounders, whose life 
business was war. 


Not a single long ship turned away. As they flew fearlessly toward the 
powerful formation, the reckless idea came to Zoge to make a transition. At 
a distance of 10 light minutes, his ship made the jump. His positronicon 
had made an excellent calculation and he emerged precisely in the enemy’s 
midst. His weapons were set on automatic control. 


“Ye gods!” he cried out desperately, and he hit the transition key again. 


His ship vanished on the spot, but a cascade of raw energy ripped across his 
outer screen and was carried with him into hyper-space. Two of the hated 
robot ships had ceased to exist, in spite of their relativity fields. The 


Mounder had used his 100-gigaton rocket bombs and managed to make 
direct hits with a broadside at extremely close range. His ship bad fled just 
in time from the atomic inferno. 


He advised the other units by radio of his discovery. Three long ships made 
transitions almost simultaneously. Two of them returned and reported 
having shot down a total of 3 robot ships. The third Mounder ship was 
counted as lost. 


Half an hour later the Posbis’ will to fight had been broken. At first only a 
few enemy ships thrust into outer space and receded from Fudol at top 
acceleration. But when the Mounders tried their rash transition tactic with 
30 ships simultaneously and emerged among the Posbis at almost blank- 
shot range, using their automatic weapon controls, this seemed to be too 
much even for robots. Suddenly the enemy formation broke up, but only a 
part of it raced into space. A squadron of 10 fragment ships shot downward 
toward Fudol. They ignored the counterfire that the cosmic defense 
fortresses threw at them. Every energy beam crashed harmlessly against 
their relativity fields. 


Suddenly the Mounders heard Zoge’s voice. Although the patriarch was 
among the oldest of the clan leaders, this situation made him young again. 
With the verve of a 20-year-old he outlined his bold plan in very few 
words. He called upon his best friends by name to join him. Nor did he 
tolerate any rebuttals. He knew that everything was a matter of minutes or 
even seconds. 


18 clan leaders with their warship squadrons took up the pursuit of the 
fragment ships. More than 300 long ships penetrated the dense atmosphere 
of Fudol. They continuously broadcasted their positions so that the ground 
defenses would be aware of their course. They were swifter than the 
fragment ships, which had to maneuver cautiously in the atmosphere. 


Zoge flew his flagship on the right wing of the formation while watching 
his view-screen with a coldly calculating eye. The fragment ships emerged 
there as blips of light and visibly grew larger. At an altitude of 10000 
meters the Mounder warships veered away as if to race outward into space. 


Zoge’s radio transceiver system was hard at work. When the Mounder 
checked the amplitude meters he laughed grimly. In this moment, more 
than 400 additional ships dropped from space and set their courses for the 
fiendish invaders. Zoge’s plan was to bring the approaching Posbis under 
simultaneous radio-controlled salvo fire from two sides. 


A shout ran through the control central: “Terrans!” 


Four super battleships of the Solar Fleet came racing across coordinate red. 


“Give me their frequency!” bellowed Zoge in his thunderous voice. When 
he got the Terrans’ wavelength he explained his tactics in a few words to 
the lead commander. 


“We'll join you, Zoge. Over and out.” 


Zoge had his own ideas, but this was the first time in Mounder history that 
he had worked with Perry Rhodan’s fighting units. The Terran 
commander’s curt reply, “We’ll join you, Zoge,” had impressed him. Now 
he no longer wondered that the Solar Imperium ruled the greater part of the 
Milky Way or had brought it under its commercial-political influence. 


Zoge was proud of his flagship’s large positronicon. Only two months ago 
he had installed the modern equipment. Now in a battle of life and death 
the investment was paying off for him and all other Mounders. In the 
present conflict the positronic installation was acting as a central guide and 
was synchronizing all maneuvers. 


Hardly had the controlling data been released before the coordinated long 
ships moved forward at maximum velocity. Two hostile formations raced 
toward each other, but then a third contingent — also Mounders — hurled 
itself at the Posbis from an opposite direction. 


Blinding energy beams slashed at the blackness of the void. The 4 spherical 
giants of the Solar Fleet also opened fire. Along with their impulse- 
disintegrators and thermo cannons, they also put their narco guns to use, 
although they didn’t expect them to be effective. 


The fragment ships answered the fire with their transformation beams. At 
the first encounter they struck 8 long ships, converting them into miniature 
suns. But then the Posbis’ onslaught began to break up. On hundreds of 
Mounder ships there were jubilant shouts. They saw the hideous cube ships 
flying apart and they couldn’t understand why the Terran commander was 
yelling at them over the radio, trying to drown them out. 


“Cease fire! Don’t shoot any more!” 


In their frenetic triumph, no one understood him. The 10th fragment ship 
burst asunder. Close above Fudol there was not a Posbi vessel left. Now the 
great fleet of the Springers could land on Fudol and pick up its millions of 
inhabitants. 


The Terran commander of the super battleship group spoke a few parting 


words to Patriarch Zoge on the telecom. Then he turned angrily to his co- 
pilot. “Molk, do you realize what really happened?” 


“Of course, sir. The Mounders owe it to our narco beams that the fragment 
ships suddenly ceased firing.” 


“My thought exactly! So it means that there are still a few plasma 
commanders on the Posbi ships who aren’t screened against our narco 
cannons. I think this should interest the Chief.” He turned to his 
microphone. “Please give me a hypercom channel to the Chief — and 
hurry!” 


Shortly thereafter, Perry Rhodan was informed of the matter. 
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Van Moders had again driven himself into a state of nervous exhaustion. 
When Olf Stagge happened to get in his way, he shouted at him in 
uncontrolled agitation. The mutant probed Moders’ thoughts and realized 
the mental state the scientist had gotten himself into. The Posbi plasma 
question was pushing him to the edge of his reason. 


“Why do you stand there goggling at me like that?” he shouted again. 


Stagge remained calm. “Something has just occurred to me, Mr. Moders. I 
forgot to mention to you and Kule-Tats that there was something else I 
noticed about the plasma.” 


Moders didn’t seem to hear him. He staggered onward in the corridor as if 
he were intoxicated. Stagge ran after him. 


“Mr. Moders, your plasma supply back on Earth — do you keep it all in one 
container or in several of them?” 


“What kind of a question is that? Why do you ask?” Moders rubbed his 
eyes, which were bloodshot. His face was pale. 


“T believe those plasma lumps communicate with each other — of course on 
a para-mechanical basis.” 


“What? How’s that?” Moders groped for his last reserves of energy. He 
stared at the mutant in wide-eyed bewilderment. Stagge noted how hard it 
was for him to collect his thoughts. “You mean the plasma portions had 
some para-psychic way of making contact with each other? Yes — we keep 
the stuff in 6 containers. Oh lord, my head — it’s going to explode. When 
did you think of this?” He continued mumbling incoherently and Stagge 
could only grasp a part of it. 


“It came to me when you shouted at me, Mr. Moders.” 


“Who shouted at you? I? How come? Well, it doesn’t matter. Go ahead 
now — you were saying?” 


Olf Stagge felt helpless to explain, but he tried. “I’m not able to give you 
an exact description, Mr. Moders. Feelings, when you receive them — well, 
alien feelings can’t be precisely defined. But that’s not the main point. 
What I’m trying to say is — the bio-material was communicating something 
like happiness and good feelings to other plasma groups. . .” 


“But how!?” shouted Van Moders, losing control again. 


“Para-mechanical. You’ ll have to accept that much because I can’t tell you 
anything more about it. A person who isn’t telepathic could never 
understand how telepaths receive such impulses . . .” 


“All right!” Moders waved off the explanations. “Go on . . . what happened 
then?” 


“Until just now I didn’t know that the bio-substance was kept in various 
containers. On the night in question I thought I had tapped into a 
conversation between plasma groups. At least it seemed to me they were 
responding to each other.” 


“Well what in the devil were they thinking? What responses — and to what? 
Do you want me to lose my mind?” shouted Moders, who seemed to be on 
the verge of collapse. 


Stagge’s voice possessed hypnotic force when he answered. “The other 
plasma radiated feelings — like sentiments or moods. They were not exactly 
all the same-but similar in the sense of bright red and pale red. Yet each 
feeling was different than the others in some degree. Can you understand? — 
the way it was coming to me?” 


Van Moders regarded him as though he were a prodigy. “Stagge, I could 
hug you! Do me a favor. Help me get to the sick bay — I can’t make it 
alone. When you’ve delivered me there, get in touch with Kule-Tats. Wake 
him up. Tell him about your observation — and tell him I’m waiting for him 
in the clinic. God! This bio-material! This gook from the devil’s kitchen . . 


: 1? 
Three physicians took Moders into their keeping. 


Ten minutes later the Chief learned where he was, and the news didn’t 
please him. He talked to the doctor from his cabin. “When Moders wakes 
up, tell him I can’t use colleagues who make irresponsible use of their 
strength.” Although he knew what had driven Van Moders to this extreme, 
he also recalled that this wasn’t the first time it had happened. “Get hold of 
the Ara Kule-Tats,” he told the physician. “If he’s in the same condition as 
Moders, then do your duty accordingly. P’Il be waiting to hear from you.” 
The doctor was about to cut the connection when Rhodan stopped him. 


“Wait! Send Olf Stagge to me. That is all.” 
Stagge came. 


Rhodan listened to him with interest. “And you say when you told this to 
Moders he seemed to overcome his fatigue for the moment?” 


“Yes sir. Among other things he even said he wanted to ‘hug’ me. He 
seemed to be very pleased about what I told him.” 


“But did he say in what way your information was helpful to him?” 


“No. He just ordered me to contact Kule-Tats and report what I had 
observed.” 


“Don’t do that. The Ara is probably in the same state as Moders. He’ll be 
receiving medication from the doctors so that he’ll get a good sleep. Thank 
you, Stagge. You’re coming back to yourself. Your streak of bad luck 
seems to be over with.” 


“T hope so, sir.” And with that the mutant left the cabin. 


He did not suspect that an avalanche of galactic proportion was rolling over 
the Arkon Imperium with ever increasing swiftness. The Solar Fleet had 
not counted up such losses in ships and men since the wars with the Druufs 
out of another universe. As chief of the united fleets, Atlan had ceased 
giving status reports for several days now. He had complained that it was 
useless. The only items that continued to come through were casualty lists 
and news about further planets that had been destroyed by the Posbis. 


It was no longer precisely known how many of the deadly cube ships were 
present in M-13. Were there still approximately 500 of them? Or in the 
meantime had their number grown to 1000? Since they could not be 
detected upon entry into hyperspace or reentry into the normal universe, the 
record of their number had been lost. So far it had been just possible to 
avert the worst catastrophe. The robots had not been able to destroy any 
planet before it had been evacuated. 


But at what price for the defending fleets! What was still more depressing — 
the Posbis continued to adapt themselves more and more to the tactics of 
the spherical warships. An hour before, more than 200 fragment ships had 
made a simultaneous attack against the planet Yxt in the Dress system in an 
attempt to devastate its surface in a single sweep. Owing to a fortunate 
stroke of providence, however, more than 3000 Mounder battleships and an 
enormous Springer fleet of 18000 transport vessels were on an approach 
flight to Yxt. 


In the presence of this concentration of spaceships the Posbis had suddenly 


changed their course. With robotic stubbornness they hurled themselves 
against the defenders. The Mounders had put out a hypercom call for help, 
and Atlan sent them 7 war flotillas, each of them consisting of 200 to 300 
ships. 

The battle around the planet was still going on, but meanwhile the 
Springers had landed on Yxt and taken the panic-stricken population on 
board. Each survivor wanted only to save his life. All else had suddenly 
ceased to have any value. 


The planet of Fudol had long since become a molten wasteland. Its 
atmosphere did not even contain a trace of oxygen any more as the atomic 
holocaust consumed the once inhabited sphere. Another hit had been scored 
by the Posbis, the sinister bio-mechanical horde from the intercosmic 
abyss. 


And the overall battle for M-13 was now entering the 4th day. Rhodan and 
Atlan knew what the outcome would be, a victory for the robots. 


Unless a miracle happened . . . 


4. 
IN SEARCH OF MIRACLES 


Van Moders and Kule-Tats had lain in a narco-hypnotic deep-sleep for 8 
hours. Now they were back in their laboratory, oblivious to all else 
transpiring on board the THEODORICH. 


The young Terran expert leaned back in his chair and commented on a 
suggestion the Ara scientist had just made. “What? You mean drive the 
devil out with Beelzebub? No, Kule-Tats — it would be madness to make an 
alliance with the Invisibles! The Laurins are worse than the robots! Haven’t 
you read the latest probability curves on the Invisibles? The giant 
positronicon on Venus gives a 98% level of certainty that the Laurins are 
not biologically related either to us or the Posbis. No physical explanation 
has been found yet as to why they are invisible. And you want us to ask the 
Laurins to help us in our fight against the Posbis? Kule-Tats, are you 
serious?” 


The Ara answered him dejectedly. “A drowning man grasps at straws, 
Moders. I’ve run out of hope...” 


“But J haven’t, Kule-Tats! Ye gods! Why do the people of the Arkon 
Imperium get despondent so quickly? In the past 200 years there were 
hundreds of times when we wouldn’t have made it if we had lost hope just 
once!” 


“But after all, you are Terrans, Moders.” 


The younger man gasped, unable to counter such a statement. As if Terrans 
were so unusual. Or were they? Moders quickly changed the subject. 
“What do you think of Stagge’s observation?” 


When the Ara remained silent, Moders continued. “I woke up a half hour 
before you did. If ’'m not mistaken, the positronicon went into a sweat 
when I input my calculations on the subject. Just take a look at these!” He 
shoved a bundle of punched foil tapes across to him. 


When the Galactic Medical Master began to study them, his eyes widened 
and he seemed to breathe more rapidly. Repeatedly he compared one foil 
strip with another. Something seemed to trouble him. “Moders, look at this. 
You’ve applied the Kallos-Zuin formula. If you’re doing plasma 
calculations in connection with positronic elements, this formula can never 


be used! It may well produce results, but they are wrong. Let me do some 
calculations using the Gultre formula. You know of course that probability 
calculations on the immortality of genetic groups . . .” 


As he went on, it was Moders’ turn to stare at his colleague in non-plussed 
amazement. Kule-Tats was already seated at the positronic programming 
panel and was jabbing in data pertaining to the Gultre formula. 


The large computer worked soundlessly while the two men waited 
feverishly for the results. The first strip of foil fell out of the slot into the 
receiver tray. Then others followed in rapid succession. 


Thirty strips! 
“Holy galaxies!” exclaimed Moders. “Isn’t it ever going to stop?” When he 
had used the Kallos-Zuin formula, only 9 strips had been generated. 


At the 38th strip of foil tape the big machine ceased its activity and a green 
light came on — a signal that the assigned problem had been solved. 


The lab was silent. Two men sat shoulder to shoulder over the output. They 
studied one foil after the other while their minds grappled with the findings. 


At the 34th tape strip, Van Moders knew intuitively what the final result 
had to be. “Kule-Tats, this is the miracle we’ve been hoping for!” he cried 
out triumphantly. 


The Ara did not allow himself to be infected by Moders’ enthusiasm. He 
pursued each formula to its end. When he finally dropped the last foil from 
his hand, he looked at Moders with shining eyes. Moders clapped a hand on 
his colleague’s shoulder and the Ara was startled. It was a gesture of 
comradeship but in the Arkon Imperium it had quite another meaning and 
was considered to be crude. 


“Let’s go to the Chief!” exclaimed Moders exultantly. He didn’t know that 
only then did the Ara comprehend his impulsive gesture. 


When Moders called Rhodan on the intercom the latter was engaged with 
Atlan in an important discussion over hypercom. “Come at once!” Rhodan 
told him. Turning to Atlan’s image on the screen, he said, “I'll call you 
later. If I’m not entirely mistaken, my top experts have just made an 
important discovery.” He didn’t give the Arkon Imperator a chance to say a 
word as he cut off the connection. 


Then Moders and Kule-Tats arrived. After urging by Moders, the Ara 
spoke. Rhodan stood next to his desk and didn’t move. He listened intently 
to the report of the Galactic Medical Master. 


“Sir, we have to attempt it,’ Kule-Tats concluded. “Of course our 


calculations do not permit us to believe that we will succeed, but they at 
least allow us to hope.” 


“Nonsense!” interjected Van Moders. He had forgotten that he sat before 
the most powerful man in the galaxy. “We have succeeded — but to proceed 
on the safe side I’d like to suggest the following . . .” 


The longer he spoke, the more astonished the Ara became, but by now 
Perry Rhodan had nodded his approval for the 5th time. 


“Splendid, gentlemen!” he said impulsively. “You have accomplished 
wonders...” 


Moders felt he had to interrupt. “You don’t have us to thank, sir. Olf Stagge 
is the man who steered us on the right track. Without his observation of the 
communication between the plasma units we would never have arrived at 
this result.” 


On the way back to the laboratory, Kule-Tats was pensive. “I admire 
Rhodan-and you, too, Moders. In fact all of you Terrans.” 


“So what’s so special about us?” asked Van Moders absently, and he failed 
to note the Ara’s astonished expression. 


He was already busy in his thoughts with the experiment that was going to 
be carried out. It made him even walk faster than his companion. A new 
perception of the Posbi plasma was dawning on him. Hopefully the 
positronicon would help to support his theory”. . . 
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Reginald Bell had remained behind in Terrania. He had been given the 
thankless task of explaining to the Akon delegation why the First 
Administrator had upset their arrangements by leaving the Earth. Bell, who 
was a unique kind of diplomat had met personally with the Akon 
spokesman. He had explained to him that the Chief was on a military 
mission. He had expressed regrets that the conference schedule couldn’t be 
kept because the Posbis had penetrated the Milky Way with a large fleet of 
warships. 


The delegation leader had not believed him and had made a few unsuitable 
remarks about Terrans in general, but especially concerning Perry Rhodan. 
In the process he displayed an unbelievable amount of arrogance, which 
provoked Bell to be less conventional with him. 


“My dear Soolas, the Akons who tried to make a diplomat out of you must 
still be wondering what was wrong with their heads. You don’t seem to 


grasp the fact that we Terrans stopped swinging from trees a long time ago. 
Ill give you one hour to retract those remarks — and with a suitable 
expression of regret — or I’ll speak personally to your Supreme Council. Do 
you want to bet they won’t listen to me? A good morning to you, Soolas!” 


Such had been Bell’s “diplomatic” handling of the matter. He had given a 
similar speech many decades ago in Peking when it was necessary to unite 
the existing political interests of that time. 


Before the end of the stipulated hour, Soolas had returned and made a 
retraction of his remarks about Rhodan and the Terrans. “We are leaving 
Terrania at once!” he concluded. 


“As you wish,” Bell answered quite affably. “But before you go, could I 
bring you up to date on the latest news in the galaxy?” 


Whether Soolas wanted to or not, he would have learned about it anyway. 
Bell played back the tapes containing the red alert dispatches from star 
cluster M-13. The delegation leader’s cynical smirk had not escaped him. 
The cleavage between the Akons and Arkonides was simply too great to 
ever be bridged. For the Akons the Arkonides were and remained traitors to 
the ancestral race, and thus they wished them no good. 


While the tapes were still running, Bell turned to the Akon. “My dear 
Soolas, even if you can’t stand the Arkonides you surely wouldn’t wish 
them to be destroyed by the Posbis. Because what can happen to the Arkon 
Imperium today can happen to the Blue System or the Solar Imperium 
tomorrow. Soolas, we all live in one galaxy. Just remember that when you 
report to your Supreme Council — and don’t you ever dare again to call 
Perry Rhodan a liar! I am actually your friend, and I wish you and your 
delegation a pleasant journey back to Sphinx or would you like to hear a 
few more calamity dispatches from the Arkon Imperium?” 


No, Soolas had no desire to hear more. By now most of his initial 
arrogance had been deflated. He had become more human. In fact, he was 
obviously frightened. Within two hours the Akon delegation departed from 
Terrania and the Earth. 


From that point on, Bell had followed developments in Atlan’s Imperium 
with increasing concern. He cursed his bad luck in having had to remain on 
Earth as Perry’s 2nd-in-command. Mousebeaver Pucky had avoided him 
for the past two days. After Bell had ceased responding to his jokes and 
pranks, the little fellow had taken offense. He had complained and scolded 
and finally teleported away. 


But now on the 4th day of the costly battle over Arkon’s colonial planets, 


Pucky suddenly appeared, sitting beside him with one little paw supporting 
his mousebeaver head while observing him gravely. 


“What’s the latest, old buddy?” 


“What did you say, you garden dwarf? I’m not your old buddy — you hear 
me?” 

Pucky switched into Bell’s thoughts. After that he knew the reason for the 
other’s bad mood and he magnanimously forgave him, which wasn’t his 
usual habit. “So that’s the way it looks up there. It’s no wonder you’re 
shaking in your boots, Mr. Bell,” he said dryly. 


“Up there” meant M-13, and Pucky’s remark about Bell’s fears was an 
exaggeration. But this observation was an open confession that the 
mousebeaver had peeked into Bell’s mind, and for mutants this was strictly 
forbidden. 


Bell reddened in anger. “Lieutenant Puck... ! 
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The little one interrupted him with his shrill chirping. “You can’t make me 
shake in my boots, Fatso! Why are you so unbearable? When I tell Perry 
how you dealt with that Soolas character, he’ ll go off his rocker! And when 
I tell him what you were thinking about Soolas at your last meeting with 
him, Perry will be ashamed of you. When I listen to the promptings of my 
conscience, old buddy, I think P’Il have to tell Perry about this.” 


“You have a conscience? So do I. And do you know what it tells me? It 
says...” 


Again Pucky interrupted. “You'll never be the refined type, Reginald Bell, 
even if your conscience troubles you for days for the way you handled that 
Akon delegation. One way or another the Chief will hear about it, and then 
there’ll be the devil to pay. But I didn’t come here to argue with you — I 
wanted to hear the latest news.” 


“Well, you snoop around without any conscience in everybody’s minds 
anyway, so why don’t you do it now?” 

The mousebeaver’s shrewd eyes stared at him. “Bell! You really are 
afraid!” he exclaimed. 

“Get out of here!” roared Bell. “Don’t let me see you around here for the 
next few days. I'll restrict you to your quarters!” 

Pucky ignored the threat. “If you are afraid, then it doesn’t only look bad 
for Atlan — but for all of us!” 

The loudspeaker crackled and the interstellar hypercom station was heard 
from. “Sir, the Chief wishes to speak with you.” 


Perry Rhodan’s striking features appeared on the viewscreen. Nodding to 
both of them, he began to speak. As he continued, he saw their eyes light 
up. In conclusion, however, he remarked: “There is still no basis for 
expecting too much from this attempt. Only a few minutes ago, Kule-Tats 
told me our chances were about 50-50. I don’t want a word of our 
conversation to be known. Don’t even discuss this with the other plasma 
experts.” 


“Okay, Perry,” Bell answered. “I'll get there as fast as possible. Marshal 
Julian Tifflor has been in Terrania since yesterday. He should be delegated 
to take over affairs of government here. Do you agree?” 


“At least in your place he would have done a better job of getting rid of the 
Akon delegation, Bell .. .” There was an unmistakable note of anger and 
reproach in his voice. “You have provoked the delegation chief —’ The 
most powerful man in the Solar Imperium got no farther. 


The mousebeaver started chirping his protests. “That’s not true — I know it! 
Boss, when Bell was talking to Soolas I did some snooping into his 
thoughts. That character from the Blue System got fresh and indirectly 
called you a liar! And Bell gave him an answer that suited the situation. I 
had to admire our chubby friend, really, for controlling himself at all. He 
may not be a diplomat, but in no way did he provoke Soolas! Chief, I swear 
it!” 

Bell was too astonished to say anything. He could only think of what a 
shifty little character Pucky was. 


From his flagship, Rhodan looked gravely at the mousebeaver. “Pucky, I’Il 
accept that as an eye witness report. Or is there any part of it you want to 
change?” 

Pucky defended himself indignantly. “Perry, since when have you found 
me to be a good liar? Do you think I'd risk getting in trouble with you, just 
to do Fatso a favor? Bell did not provoke Soolas, and that’s that!” 


“All right, so much for that subject. I'll be expecting you, so hurry. This 
time everything is at stake. The Druufs were never as much a menace to us 
as the Posbis are at this moment.” 


The viewscreen turned gray. The communication from the THEODORICH 
had ended. When Bell turned to look for the mousebeaver he found that he 
had already vanished. 


He was about to get in touch with John Marshall, the Mutant Corps chief, 
when the latter called through: “Pucky has informed me,” he announced. 
“Tl be on board in 20 minutes with the assigned mutants. Just a routine 


question: Are we flying on the OLYMPUS?” 


“Yes,” Bell confirmed. The mousebeaver had read his thoughts precisely. 
He laughed. “All I have to do now is order the commander of the 
OLYMPUS to stand by for take off. See you later, Marshall!” 


But when he contacted the commander to give him his instructions, the 
latter interrupted him. “Sir, Pucky was here and gave me your orders.” 


Bell restrained himself from saying another word. “That little devil” he 
muttered half aloud as he cut off. But then he had to smile. He thought of 
how the little fellow had gone to his defense with Perry. “But one of these 
days I’m going to teach that Soolas some manners and cure him of 
slandering people!” 


At 11:48 standard time, the OLYMPUS left Terrania’s spaceport. 
Destination: star cluster M-13, where the THEODORICH was presently 
stationed. 


Pucky, the permanent lieutenant of the Solar Fleet, appeared before Moders 
and Kule-Tats on board the THEODORICH. The Ara scientist was startled 
when a creature hardly 40 inches tall materialized from nowhere. An 
animal. Yet this animal chirped at him in perfect Interkosmo and even 
knew his name. The Ara looked imploringly at his colleague. 


The latter showed no unusual reaction. He seemed to take the 
mousebeaver’s sudden appearance as a matter of course. “How long have 
you been here, Pucky?” he asked. 


So the creature’s name was Pucky, thought Kule-Tats, still non-plussed 
while Moders spoke to him as if he were human. 


The mousebeaver straightened up. “I’m only the advance guard,” he said. 
“The others will transfer to the THEODORICH in the next 10 minutes. But 
first will you reassure Kule-Tats? He thinks I’m an offshoot of the mouse 
monkeys from the Luttin planets. Especially I don’t want to be compared 
with them!” 


Kule-Tats’ eyes widened. He took a step back from this uncanny creature 
who in addition to everything else could also read his thoughts. 

Van Moders quickly performed the amenities and introduced Pucky to 
Kule-Tats. “Lieutenant in the Mutant Corps — telepath, teleporter, and an 
expert in telekinetics.” 


Astonished, the Ara asked, “Is he intelligent?” 


Pucky took over from there. “Now hold on! To ask that is a bit too much! 
Ill just tell you this: Perry is my best friend. Does that straighten you out?” 


Moders grinned as Pucky revealed his single incisor tooth. It was a sign 
that he was not offended by the Ara’s question. But Kule-Tats had no 
answer to Pucky’s question. He became a listener, too astonished to say 
more. He saw his colleague conversing in complete seriousness with the 
creature, who gradually seemed to become more likeable. 


The mousebeaver shuddered. “Van, I’m telling you it makes my fur stand 
on end when I think of our assignment!” 


Moders laughed. “So? Our task is a lulu — I’m aware of that. But will you 
be able to carry it through?” 


Pucky stiffened up and seemed to gain another 10 cms of height. “Of 
course we’ll make it! We’ve turned a few other tricks in our time. And now 
if you'll please excuse me. I still have to say hi to Perry.” With that he was 
gone. 


The Ara was still non-plussed. “Where did he go, Moders?” 
“To the Chief, to tell him hello.” 


“And this Pucky creature can pop out unannounced in Perry Rhodan’s 
presence as he did here?” 


“Naturally.” Moders smirked amusedly. “Pucky can’t be measured by 
normal standards. But when anybody is in a tight scrape and a crisis is 
involved, the little rascal shows up with his para-normal powers, without 
considering his own safety at all...” 


There was a knock at the door. John Marshall, the chief of the Mutant 
Corps, stepped into the room. It was only when the Ara had come on board 
the THEODORICH that he learned that Perry Rhodan had a mutant corps, 
and that this group was led by Marshall. According to Pucky, the tall, lean 
man was the best of the telepaths. 

Marshall came directly to the point, and Moders outlined the task of the 
telepaths. Marshall interjected a number of questions while the Ara silently 
admired the mutant’s shrewdness and self-composure. 


Finally Marshall asked, “Don’t you think there are an awful lot of ifs in this 
venture?” 


“How is that?” Moders looked puzzled. 


“Because we don’t have a fragment ship in our possession, Mr. Moders. 
We telepaths can handle all the preparations for your experiment, but then 
comes the problem: will we be able to finish it for you? I’ve looked into 


this matter and was shocked to learn that since the battle of Salorat the 
robots have developed an effective defense against our narco cannons.” 


Moders nodded. “I know. The Chief has spoken to us about that. In the past 
two hours or so, several thousand spaceships have been searching for a 
fragment ship that isn’t yet equipped with a screen against the narco beams. 
We have a dispatch on board that claims there are still Posbi ships whose 
plasma central can be crippled with this weapon. The only thing we don’t 
know is where they are to be found. that’s why so many Solar Fleet units 
have been pulled back from the battle front — solely for the purpose of 
locating one of these Posbi vessels and taking it over.” 


John Marshall got up from his chair. “Let’s hope that the effort succeeds.” 
he said. At the door he turned around again. “Mr. Moders — Kule-Tats — 
have you personally been satisfied with Olf Stagge?” 


Marshall was very pleased when both scientists gave the young man their 
highest recommendations. On the way to the mutants’ quarters he decided 
to include Stagge in the mission — if it actually developed. 


ok 


Atlan was again in communication with Rhodan. “Barbarian, I forgive the 
Springers and Mounders all their sins of the past! I could revive my hopes 
again and believe I had finally found energetic and capable friends for my 
Imperium if we didn’t have the Posbis on our necks. Perry, the Springers 
and Mounders are performing incredible deeds! Their losses in ships and 
crews are terrible. I’ve never thought it was possible for the Galactic 
Traders to be so self-sacrificing. But my despair is hard to contain when 
these Posbis keep coming with their bell ships in spite of everything and 
burn off the surface of planet after planet. Incessantly we are being pressed 
back toward the center of the Imperium. I can foresee the moment when we 
will no longer be able to evacuate the people in time.” 


Although Atlan spoke of despair, be had not yet given up hope. He knew 
about the experiment Rhodan was going to attempt. But he also knew that 
so far the search ships had not found a fragment ship that could be knocked 
out of action with the narco beams. The search had been going on for 8 
hours. 


“What’s the general attitude of the crews on board the warships, Atlan?” 


The Imperator’s laugh rang in the loudspeaker. “Attitude? Your Terrans 
fulfill their duties as gallantly as the Arkonides did 10000 years ago when 
they were fighting for the Imperium. I marvel at your men. Everywhere I 


hear them saying, ‘the Chief is sure to find an answer.’ 100000 men are 
depending on you. In the Arkon Imperium, billions of people are doing the 
same!” 


Rhodan quietly asked him, “When do you believe the moment will come 
when no planet can be evacuated?” 


“Tf things continue at the present rate, I’d say our last evacuation will be in 
about 80 hours, standard time.” 


“Atlan, reissue the order to all ships that any fragment ship that can be 
biologically paralyzed with our narco guns is not to be destroyed under any 
circumstances.” 


Atlan’s eyes brightened. “You give me new courage, Barbarian! You really 
believe that there may be one of these fiendish vessels that doesn’t have 
one of the new protective screens?” 


“Unfortunately, 10 of them have been destroyed. During the defense of 
Fudol the Mounders were too eager. But I’m building my hopes on that 
report.” 


When the hypercom conversation ended, Rhodan stared into emptiness. As 
the administrator of the Solar Imperium he thought through the total 
situation again and hoped for a solution to the still unanswered questions. 
Then Bell entered the room and startled him out of his ponderings. 


“The telepaths have been at work for a couple of hours. They haven’t been 
able to use the amplifier. John noticed it early enough. The bio-material 
seems to have an unfavorable reaction to it. Marshall even claims be 
detected resentment!” 


“That makes things even more confusing,” replied Rhodan. “What do 
Kule-Tats and Moders say about it? Were they informed?” 


“Those two seem to be a little touched in the head, Perry,” Bell answered in 
his free-banded way. “They weren’t even surprised by the report. All they 
wanted to know was if the cell plasma bad been put in one container.” 


“And? Is it contained in one?” “Hey now! You're starting to sound like 
Moders, Perry! Yes, they’ve put the stuff all in one pot.” 


“And it’s resentful ... angry because the telepaths were using the amplifier 
on their para-mental vibrations?” 


Bell had taken a seat but now he started to squirm back and forth. “When 
you tie me down with exact questions you ruin my blood pressure, Perry. 
They can’t be answered as precisely as you would like. Marshall as well as 
Stagge thought they could pick up indications from the plasma that it 


resented the use of the amplifier and didn’t seem likely to forget it. Besides 
that, Marshall thinks he observed traces of intelligence.” 


“And our two experts have also been made aware of this?” 
“Of course! Why are you asking all these details?” 


“Because at the moment only one problem interests me: the Posbis. They 
don’t give us time to think of anything else. I have just had a talk with 
Atlan. If the fragment ships continue to penetrate the Arkon Imperium at 
this rate, laying waste to one planet after another, be fears that within 80 
hours we will have to abandon the evacuations.” 


“My God!” Bell suddenly straightened up in his chair. 


“Bell, if you figure that the least Arkon planets are autocracies, then maybe 
you can imagine that the food problem has become serious on many 
worlds. It’s not technically feasible to draft every last merchant ship for 
purposes of evacuation. That would cause a collapse of the whole 
government structure of Arkon. In that case we’d simply be laying the heart 
of the empire open to the Posbis.” 


“So now everything is depending on this experiment. Hopefully those 
search ships will scare up a fragment ship that can be crippled by narco 
cannons. And hopefully — the experiment will be as successful as Moders 
and Kule-Tats claim it will be!” Bell looked at Perry questioningly, but the 
latter remained silent. 


Rhodan had nothing to say. He could only hope now -— like everyone else 
who knew about the experiment. 


5. 
THE DEADLY PRIZE 


The last time Atlan made a hypercom report from the front had been four 
hours ago. The dispatch had been brief: 


Planet Colton in Laser System is burning. No population losses due to 
transport pickup. Fleet: total losses, 14 ships; 38 with light to heavy 
damage. Details follow. Signed: Atlan. 


There was still no news of success from the search ships. Were the 10 
enemy vessels destroyed over Fudol the only fragment ships in the Posbi 
fleet whose plasma commanders were unprotected from the effects of the 
narco beams? 


“Chief, this is it!” came a cry over the ship’s intercom. 


Within seconds the positronicon in the com central was putting through the 
dispatch. Jefe Claudrin joined Rhodan in listening to it. The TOKIO, a 
State-class ship, had encountered a fragment vessel outside of the battle 
zone and paralyzed it with narco beams. 


While the ships of the Solar Fleet had been searching for such a Posbi 
vessel, the THEODORICH had been moving among the stars of Arkon at 
0.7 light speed. Now with the help of the Kalup converter it broke into 
semi-space. Again, Jefe Claudrin knew that seconds counted. 


The commando group of mutants was alerted. Pucky, Tako Kakuta and Ras 
Tschubai had been given the task of teleporting the plasma container on 
board the fragment ship. For hours the plasma had been continuously under 
the influence of the telepaths. John Marshall had been able to channel the 
parapsychic currents of the telepaths through himself and to concentrate 
them at maximum intensity on the small area of the bio-material. The 
process had gone on step by step. He knew that undue haste could endanger 
the experiment. Just the application of the parapsychic amplifier had come 
within a hair’s breadth of killing the whole project in its beginning stages. 


It had taken them more than 3 hours to make the plasma forget its 
resentment over that attempt. When it was finally determined that the bio- 
material was no longer emanating impulses of anger or vexation, their real 
task began. Each telepath knew that he must now exert a maximum of 
effort. They concentrated their telepathic powers on the bio-substance and 


hammered home the single message: We are the true life form, we will help 
the true life! 


Moders and Kule-Tats had not dared to leave the session for the past 3 
hours, and now they could see that the energy of the mutants was being 
exhausted. For the first time they were able to appreciate what it meant to 
generate parapsychic forces at maximum strength over a period of many 
hours. 


Next to John Marshall, Pucky sat motionlessly, his usually glossy pelt now 
dull and flat. A step beyond him a mutant was half lying across the 
spherical plasma container. Sweat ran down his face and onto the surface of 
the vessel. His head moved back and n forth while his legs trembled. 


Eight of the best telepaths available were attempting to influence the 
plasma. During the first few hours they had also had to counteract the para- 
emanations of the bio-cell mass, which had added an almost unbearable 
load. It was then that John Marshall had performed the incredible feat of 
integrating the mutant powers of the others. He was able to focus the total 
output on the container like a spotlight beam. 


The more they irradiated the plasma with their thoughts the more it quieted 
down. Under this treatment the mysterious substance seemed to acquire a 
sense of well-being. Olf Stagge, the first telepath to make contact with the 
plasma, now had the task of monitoring its changing mood. 


When the alarm sounded throughout the THEODORICH and the ship went 
into the libration zone, Marshall ended the session. Three telepaths 
collapsed. Moders notified the ship’s clinic, and soon the large room next 
to hangar 4 was swarming with doctors. 


“Dope us!” said John Marshall weakly, indicating himself, Olf Stagge and 
Pucky. 

Dr. Benthuys answered him sharply. “There will be no ‘doping’ here! That 
went out more than a century ago. What Irecommend —” 

Marshall felt burned out. He was in no mood or condition to listen to words 
of advice. “Do what you want but don’t just stand there talking. Get us on 
our feet again, and do it fast!” 

When the physician seemed to bristle at this, Moders took him to one side. 
“Doctor, don’t get carried away with academics. The existence of all 
intelligent races of the galaxy is involved here. Do you understand?” 

The doctor understood. 


Marshall, Stagge and Pucky were placed on chair couches which had been 


adjusted for lying down. They were each attended by 3 physicians who 
gave them injections — circulation stimulants produced by the Aras. Kule- 
Tats and Moders made sure that the doctors did not remain there a minute 
longer than was necessary for the recovery of their patients. The injections 
took effect within a few minutes. Since Pucky was physically the weakest 
among them, it took him 10 minutes to get back to his post. 


A robot handed him his specially-designed spacesuit. Kakuta, Tschubai, 
Marshall and Stagge were already equipped for the mission. Rhodan came 
in to see them off, fully aware that they were preparing for a very 
dangerous mission. No one could predict whether they would return from it 
or not. 


Rhodan turned to Marshall. “Isn’t that spherical container a little 
impractical, John?” he asked. 


“In its present form, yes, Chief — but it can take on any shape when it’s 
heated electromagnetically.” 


“And how does the plasma react to such heating?” 
Moders entered the conversation. “It takes no notice of it, sir.” 
“Thank you.” 


Rhodan was about to say more but in that moment the big viewscreen came 
to life. It revealed the bizarre outlines of a fragment ship. 


“The Kalup is still on!” chirped Pucky. 


“We’re looking at a long-range magnification through the 3-D scanner,” 
Rhodan explained. He looked at each man, one after the other. They all had 
their space helmets tipped back. “Who is going on this mission? Stagge, 
you too?” 


Rhodan’s gaze made Stagge feel uncomfortable. In his eyes was the 
obvious fear that the Chief doubted his ability. 


But Perry Rhodan was the last person who would have demoralized a man 
at the start of a dangerous mission. He placed a hand on the mutant’s 
shoulder. “You’ve misunderstood me, Stagge. I was merely thinking of 
your passive teleport capability.” 

Olf Stagge feared that the Chief might hold him back at the last moment. 
His voice trembled slightly. “Sir, Mr. Marshall isn’t a teleporter at all, but 
he’s going along.” 

“Good luck, Stagge,” said Rhodan. He nodded to the others and walked to 
the door. “I’m only in the way here. Marshall, when you are out there, get 
into telepathic contact with me immediately.” With that he left the room. 


The THEODORICH had emerged into normal space again and hovered 
close to a Posbi ship that had been biologically paralyzed. Pucky, Kakuta, 
Tschubai and Stagge gripped the handles of the plasma container. John 
Marshall stood behind Ras Tschubai with his arms around the African 
teleporter’s neck. 


“What happens now?” asked Kule-Tats — but then he gasped in amazement. 
The spot was suddenly empty where the group had been standing. 


Moders explained it to him. “They are now on board the Posbi ship. Let’s 
hope there aren’t any robots that are still active.’ Moders was well 
acquainted with the semi-biotic metal monsters which were fully as 
hideous as their vessel.” 


And if such is the case, what then, Moders?” 


Van Moders looked at the Ara scientist for several moments before he 
answered. “It all depends on who shoots first. A person could be lucky, if 
only those Posbis weren’t so quick to react. I hope nothing will happen. I 
don’t know what’s wrong with me. I don’t usually have premonitions, 
Kule-Tats, but ’?'m very worried about the mutants on board that Posbi 
spaceship.” 


When the mutants teleported to the other ship they were ready for any 
eventuality. They had been thoroughly briefed for this mission. Every man 
knew his task, and each understood that unusual dangers could be 
encountered. 


The sound of the container striking the metal deck rang in their ears. Their 
outside microphones transmitted the clatter to their helmet speakers. They 
found themselves in almost indescribable surroundings. However weirdly 
distorted these fragment ships were in their outward appearance, on the 
inside they seemed to be shaped even more insanely. 


The plasma container was still wobbling as Marshall and Tschubai shot 
down 3 robots with their hand weapon. But over the hissing of the 
raybeams and the thunder of the explosions they could hear Olf Stagge’s 
voice on their helmet radios. 


“Do you hear the distress call?’ He was hearing it mentally. The 
stereotyped cry came from every direction: Love the Innermost — save the 
Core! 


The mutants knew what it meant. In this respect they were quite familiar 


with the psychology of the semi-organic robots. For the Posbis, loving and 
saving the “Innermost” meant destroying themselves and the ship. Was it 
robot logic or the logic of a plasma mass? They could not concern 
themselves with this question. They had to take their bio-material to the 
ship’s commander — and by the fastest route! 


The “commander” of every fragment ship was a large mass of plasma 
located in 6 dome-shaped containers. This organic substance was in contact 
with positronic elements and activated all functions on board. This included 
guiding the robots themselves, where their tasks were not governed by their 
individual programming. 

The mutants were located in a large room which contained strange 
machines and other unfamiliar-looking equipment. More than 40 meters 
above them was the ceiling. There was not a flat space on it. It presented a 
jumbled surface with indentations and sharp protrusions. They were 
surrounded by weirdly-shaped apparatuses and machines which seemed to 
be on racks reaching to the ceiling. None of them was in operation. The 
commandos were aware of only an ominous silence. 


“Where might the control central be located?” Marshall asked the 
teleporters. 


“Tl take a look!” chirped Pucky, vanishing at once. Ras Tschubai 
teleported simultaneously. 


It was vital to move swiftly. The telepathically processed plasma they had 
brought with them also must be receiving the ship’s parapsychic impulses, 
which were still emitting their warning cry about loving and saving the 
“Innermost.” Kule-Tats and Moders had spoken of the possibility that the 
bio-substance might identify itself with the plasma commander, once it had 
been brought on board the ship. 

Tschubai came back holding a disintegrator in each hand. His dark face 
was like a mask. “John, how long will the effect of the narco beams last?” 
There was a note of warning in his voice, but the question went 
unanswered as Pucky reappeared. 

“Three decks up,” he announced excitedly, “and then you have to go back 
200 meters, and you’ll find the control central —” 

“Don’t talk so much Pucky,” urged Marshall. “Just point the way!” 

They all made a new jump. This time Kakuta took Marshall with him. Olf 
Stagge became an active teleporter when the other mutants concentrated on 
their jumps. 


When they landed in the control central the container banged against the 


deck again. In front of them loomed one of the six half-domes, each of 
which contained tons of the biological cell plasma. Marshall’s calm 
breathing could be heard over the helmet radios. He had turned on the 
round container’s electromagnetic heater, but so far the vessel retained its 
shape. 


“Pucky, press this stuff against the dome’s outer wall,” he ordered. 


The mousebeaver brought his telekinetic forces into play. As if raised by 
ghostly hands the container floated toward the arching cupola. When it 
made contact it changed its form, flattening out over more than a square 
meter of area. 


Meanwhile, Marshall established telepathic contact with Rhodan: Chief, the 
central has been reached. Plasma container is pressing against one of the 
domes. Apparently all in order on board here. Any questions, sir? 


Rhodan’s reply returned faintly. No”. . . 


The telepathic contact broke off. Marshall noticed Ras Tschubai’s absence 
but he didn’t worry about the cautious teleporter. 


Olf Stagge sounded slightly hoarse when he spoke. “Mr. Marshall, our 
plasma is communicating with the commander’s plasma!” Just as Stagge’s 
teleporter ability was unusual, his telepathic senses were also abnormal. 
This was demonstrated again just now because he was the only one who 
was able to detect this activity of the plasma. Of course Marshall could 
pick up emanations, but he was not able to confirm that their plasma was 
conversing at this moment with the bio-substance of the fragment ship. It 
was the same with Pucky. Behind his helmet faceplate he shook his head. 
Tschubai materialized between them. “John, the robots are waking up. It 
seems that the TOKIO was using minimum power with its narco guns.” 
Marshall had already surmised this. Olf Stagge’s announcement about the 
plasma communication had led him to suspect as much. 

Tschubai was worried. “John, I can’t make it alone. Give me just one man. 
I think I’ve found the control center for the transformation beams.” 

“Ras, if you’re right . . .” Marshall glanced at him desperately and saw 
there was no uncertainty in his expression. He made a decision. “Take 
Stagge with you.” 

The two men looked at each other briefly. When Tschubai teleported, the 
Scandinavian went with him. Pucky protested too late. 

“Now we’ve lost our contact man for the plasma, John. I should have 
jumped with Ras. That would have been better.” 


“And who would have kept the plasma pressed against the dome, Pucky — 
maybe myself?” 


“You’re sure no slouch at talking somebody out of something!” chirped 
Pucky. He widened the beam of his searchlight so that he could see more of 
the control central. 


Meanwhile, Rhodan had made telepathic contact with Marshall again, and 
Pucky listened in. 


The fragment ship has just sent out a symbol signal — a call to an unknown 
station. We ourselves are transmitting at maximum output power: We are 
the true life form; we will help the true life! So far we have not received a 
symbol signal in reply. How is the situation on board? 


So far so good. Tschubai thinks he’s found the control center for the 
transformation beams. He took Stagge along for backup. He should be 
careful, Marshall. Don’t take any heavy risks. Wait until the regular 
commandos are on board! Don’t forget how sensitive the robots’ sensors 
are to the presence of organic life. Watch out, Marshall! That is all. 


“Jumping galaxies!” chirped Pucky over his helmet radio. “Perry must have 
forgotten that we have a few thousand missions behind us already.” 


Marshall didn’t share the mousebeaver’s boastful attitude by any means at 
this moment. He started to speak when suddenly an energy beam flashed 
through the room. 


The Japanese mutant, Kakuta, had fired his impulse weapon from the 
vicinity of the second plasma dome. He had heard the metallic footsteps of 
a robot and seen its approach in time to destroy it. 


tha 


“The Posbis’ organic sensors are becoming active!” said Pucky. 


Kakuta made no comment. He was back with them again and was swinging 
the wide beam of his spotlight into the farther depths of the control central. 


Rhodan’s mental contact reached them again: Commandos are taking off in 
space gliders. Open the lock. Be careful. That is all. 


Marshall could not spare Pucky, so Tako had to make the jump. He knew 
where the airlock was. Once when a fragment ship had crashed on the 
planet Mechanica, Terran scientists had thoroughly studied the derelict. At 
a signal from Marshall, the teleporter vanished. Now the Mutant Corps 
chief was alone with Pucky in the great control central of the cubical ship. 


“What about the relativity field, John?” asked the mousebeaver. “How will 
the space gliders get through?” 


“Are you getting old, Shorty?” asked Marshall reproachfully. “Have you 


forgotten that on Posbi ships the screen goes down when the lock is 
opened?” 

Pucky made no reply. Instead, he sharpened his telepathic faculties. The 
fact that Stagge had better contact with the plasma than he had given him 
no peace. The jumbled thought emanations welled up into his mind again. 


He was quite familiar with the Posbi impulses of hatred, but what he was 
receiving now was strange. Yet almost in the same instant he thought he 
recognized the impulses. 


“John!” he exclaimed in bewilderment. “Our plasma is trying to tell the 
Posbi commander how well we have treated it!” 


Marshall didn’t believe a word of it, but he rather apathetically opened his 
own telepathic sensors. He almost staggered in his surprise when he found 
that Pucky was right! The emanations seemed to be expressing what the 
mousebeaver had described. 


Marshall! came Rhodan’s telepathic signal. We’ve just received a call from 
intergalactic space. They want to know who we are and if we are the true 
life form! 

Pucky had also heard the message. He and Marshall had no time to 
celebrate the fact that the experiment had almost completely succeeded. 
The robots’ sensor reactions to organic life were evidently coming alive all 
over the ship. The man and the mousebeaver heard the robots coming. The 
metal monsters pressed into the control central from three sides. 

Pucky cursed. He used his telekinesis to shove the flattened plasma 
container onto the top of the dome. His little hand reached out to Marshall 
and in an instant they had a 200-meter jump behind them. 

“Spotlights out!” ordered Marshall. 

Pucky could not comply at the moment. Five Posbis appeared and he 
grasped them with his wildest psychokinetic forces. They were lifted up 
and hurled to pieces against the wall. 

“Let’s hope these weirdos haven’t snitched on us to the plasma brain!” he 
muttered. 

“Don’t even talk about it!” countered Marshall. “Do you have any contract 
with Ras and Stagge? I can’t tune in on their thoughts. Can you?” 


Pucky could not. Something ominous must have happened in the 
transformation-beam central. 


6. 
“YOU ARE THE TRUE LIFE!” 


Ras Tschubai and Olf Stagge had materialized among robots. Since the 
Posbis were still biologically stunned by the effects of the narco beams, 
they were not yet consciously aware of the two mutants’ sudden 
appearance. 


Stagge tensed inwardly as his spotlight revealed that he was surrounded by 
grotesque machine men, but Ras Tschubai acted as if the semi-organic 
robots did not exist. He squeezed his way between them and moved to his 
left, where an especially large Posbi had gathered four others around him. 
They stood motionlessly before a wall that seemed to be some kind of 
control panel. 


Tschubai spoke over his helmet radio. “Keep my back covered, Stagge. I 
was in the adjoining rooms a while ago and the robots there were starting to 
be active. It’s soon going to be lively in here, too. I have to get this panel to 
working before then — but I wouldn’t trust this big robot out of my sight.” 
Even as he spoke, his disintegrator flashed briefly and vaporized the 
monstrosity. 


Stagge compressed his lips grimly when he saw the robots around him start 
to react to the machine’s destruction. “Let’s hope it works, Ras!” he 
answered, as Tschubai also destroyed the 4 helper robots. 


Now more than 20 Posbis in the room began to move, although not yet in a 
coordinated manner. The positronic sectors of their brains had apparently 
reacted to the increased destruction. From all appearances their last vestiges 
of narco shock still caused the plasma sectors to block their programmed 
responses. 


Stagge drew back, seeking cover. He had no more time to observe what 
Tschubai was doing. He finally found himself in a corner that was a dead 
end. With an energy weapon in each hand, he stood facing the alien 
machines. 


Suddenly he was aware of a parapsychic impulse. Awakening plasma! He 
knew the impulses must be emanating from a major mass of the bio- 
substance because of their strength. His outside microphone picked up the 
sound of explosions, which he knew could only be caused by Tschubai’s 
defensive activity. In the same moment he was struck by a mental wave of 


hate. The impulse was so powerful that it stunned him for several seconds. 


When he recovered he knew for certain that the robots’ plasma sectors 
were fully active again. Even as he shot down 6 approaching Posbis he 
realized that they must be reacting to the powerful hate emanations. 


He heard Tschubai cry out but had no time to answer as he ducked out of 
his corner and dashed between robots who had been closing in on him. The 
powerful hate impulses continued without interruption. His searchlight 
revealed an outjutting metal surface. As he moved to avoid it, his back 
struck another obstruction. Was his way of escape finally blocked? 


When he dared to turn around he discerned a cupola before him that was 
similar to the 6 large domes in the main control central but considerably 
smaller. Now he knew where the hate impulses were coming from. And he 
realized something else: either the contact had been broken between this 
plasma mass and the main bio-brain in the 6 domes, or this center acted 
independently as the controller of the transformation beams. 


“Tschubai!” he shouted into his helmet mike. 


His swarthy companion failed to answer. A deadly raybeam came within 
centimeters of hitting him. He dodged back and banged against the small 
dome again. Suddenly his telepathic senses picked up a familiar but 
dreaded mental cry: We love the Innermost — we will save it! 


Olf Stagge was seized by a panic of fear. He had to stop the Posbis from 
destroying the cell plasma in the dome. Such an action would have 
disastrous consequences. The main plasma brain of the ship would 
logically deduce that the THEODORICH’s symbol messages must be false. 
Instead of loving the true life form and promising to help it, in reality the 
strange organisms calling out to the Posbis would be seen as enemies. 


Stagge knew he was going to have to protect this cupola. The Posbis must 
not destroy its contents. He knew only too well how much depended on this 
experiment. The blond, broad-shouldered Scandinavian saw the fate of the 
galaxy resting in his hands. 


He stormed out from his cover, took aim, and fired both of his hand 
weapons. They must not get to the plasma, he thought intensely. They have 
to be stopped! 

Posbis exploded. Answering raybeams expended their energies against 
walls, machines, deck and ceiling, but they failed to hit him. It seemed that 
he had been waging a hopeless battle for hours but in reality only 2 minutes 
had passed. 


Luck seemed to be with him. When he finally looked about him there was 


no active robot to be found. They all lay on the floor, completely 
incapacitated or destroyed. 


The beam of his searchlight swept the room as he made doubly sure that all 
of the robots had been taken care of. Then he chanced to pass by the cupola 
again. 

Suddenly an ingenious idea came to him. He concentrated all of his 
telepathic powers and transmitted a mental command to the plasma: Make 
contact with the true life in the six domes! 


After repeating this ten times he sensed that his parapsychic powers were 
weakening. His concern for Ras Tschubai finally forced him to break off 
his experiment with the bio-substance. He harbored little hope that the 
plasma in the cupola could communicate with the commander’s bio-brain. 
He found Ras Tschubai lying on the deck. He kneeled, turned him onto his 
back, and looked at his expressionless face. 

“Shocked!” he muttered in relief. He had thought the African might be 
dead. 


He started to check the frequency adjustment of his helmet radio when he 
heard a hatch door fly open behind him. He saw the Posbi — but it was too 
late to see the energy beam. 

Olf Stagge collapsed across Ras Tschubai. 

At the instant of his death, the great plasma mass in the control central was 
communicating with the bio-substance in the cupola: They are the true life 
form; they are helping the true life! 

It was too late for the smaller bio-brain to stop the Posbi’s first shot, but 
perhaps it could save the other organic creature from being destroyed, 
which was also lying on the deck. 

Suddenly there was a deathly silence. The Posbi stood motionlessly in the 
open hatchway — as unmoving as the helmet searchlights whose beams 
formed two bright spots on the distorted ceiling. 


ok 


On board the THEODORICH and the TOKIO, no one was yet aware of Olf 
Stagge’s death. A signal had just come through that the fragment ship’s 
relativity field was gone. Its main lock was open. 


“We’re doing it!” boomed Jefe Claudrin’s voice. 


The flagship’s control central was swarming with technicians who were 


working under the direction of Van Moders and Kule-Tats. The telepaths 
who had worked on the plasma were waiting in the background. They were 
on standby for their next assignment. 


Kule-Tats radiated a commanding self-composure. Perry Rhodan secretly 
congratulated himself that the Ara expert was now in the service of Terran 
science. However, Moders was apparently on edge, and this, too, Rhodan 
could understand. The robotics expert was still a mere youth without much 
life experience. The mental strain of the past two weeks had simply been 
too much for him. 


Work robots were bringing in still more new equipment while the 
technicians adjusted or rewired circuits and set controls. Akon, Arkonide 
and earthly science had combined here into a harmonious whole, which 
indicated that basically these three great peoples were actually one mighty 
race. 


Rhodan was merely observing the activity. Suddenly he closed his eyes. 
Pucky was contacting him telepathically. 


Perry, Olf Stagge is dead! Ras is in shock. There’s a Posbi standing in the 
hatch entrance to the transformation-beam section and he doesn’t move. He 
must have killed Stagge. There’s a sub plasma commander in here. If I’m 
not out of my mind, he’s putting out a continuous message that sounds like 
— Here is the true life form, the true life is here! But I don’t get it. Anyway, 
Pll teleport Ras to sick bay and jump right back to the fragment ship. 
Rhodan gave no outward sign of his reaction, but the death of Stagge 
stabbed him deeply. 


“Ready!” he heard a technician announce. The last trial test had been made. 
Now it remained to be seen if it was possible, from the THEODORICH, to 
make hypercom contact with the mysterious station in the intercosmos — by 
way of the plasma commander on the Posbi ship. 


Triggered by the main positronicon, the symbol transformer converted the 
Terran sentences into Posbi symbology. We love the Innermost! We will 
save the Innermost! 


“The message is going out!” said Kule-Tats. 


An announcement was heard from the observation section: “Space gliders 
are presently entering the Posbi ship’s main lock!” 


The loudspeaker from com central crackled: “Sir, hypercom call from 
Atlan!” 


This meant an interruption at a very inopportune moment. Rhodan was at 


the microphone almost instantly. He spoke into it calmly. “Record the 
message. Advise Imperator Gonozal that I can’t speak to him just now.” 


The message must have been coming through already because the com 
officer ventured to add: “Sir, Atlan is reporting a major loss of ships!” 


Rhodan had cut off the intercom but this single sentence had the effect of a 
bomb. The men in the control central were alarmed. Major ship losses? 
This meant that the fragment ships were attacking the Terran-Arkonide 
fleets more viciously than before. It also meant that their hypercom calls to 
the station in intergalactic space were having no effect on what was 
happening in M-13. What it meant in final analysis was that this present 
attempt to still communicate with the robot race had been frustrated at the 
last moment. 


As he had often done in the past during moments of crisis, Rhodan radiated 
calm and confidence, although most of his hopes were shattered. 


Marshall came through with a telepathic message: Chief the emanations 
from the plasma commander are changing. Have our telepaths make 
contact at once! 


The latter had picked up the message and responded immediately. 


Kule-Tats and Moders were busy observing an unusual instrument. “The 
station is answering,” whispered Moders. “Good Lord, can we still 
succeed?” 


Are you the true life form? Will you help the true life? 


The translator had interpreted the incoming symbols. Bell groaned aloud, 
and so did Moders in his desperation. 


“This crazy questioning!” he protested. “What good are just these constant 
repetitions?” 
Rhodan spoke to him. “Moders, don’t lose your head . . .” 


The com central interrupted again: “Sir, Atlan urgently requests that you 
speak to him. The Posbis are moving toward 18 colonial planets...” 


Everyone in the THEODORICH’s control central held their breaths as 
Rhodan reprimanded the somewhat overzealous officer. “When I say ’'m 
unavailable, that’s not only for Imperator Atlan but for you as well. Now I 
don’t want to be disturbed anymore!” 


His expression was calm again when he turned to the two experts. “Id like 
to suggest an answer to the Posbis,” he said, “provided that you two, as 
competent specialists, are in agreement with it — as follows: ‘We love the 
Innermost because we are the true life. We will help the true life and save 


the Innermost’. . . “ Well, gentlemen — agreed?” 


Moders and Kule-Tats exchanged glances and then nodded their approval. 
The answer Rhodan suggested went out. It was relayed through the Posbi 
commander to the distant unknown station in the intercosmic abyss. 


A spokesman for the telepaths came up to Rhodan. “Sir, our experiment 
seems to have been successful. Our processed plasma is telling the Posbi 
commander that we love the Innermost. At least that’s how we interpret the 
emanations.” 


Bell interjected a remark. “More clearly stated, it’s saying that it was 
treated okay back on Earth — is that it?” 


The telepath did not wish to commit himself to this exactly, but he 
indirectly confirmed Bell’s version by referring to the complexity of para- 
impulses and cautioning that they could be understood in various ways. 


The air shimmered in front of them. Pucky was back — apparently by his 
own decision. He clapped back his space helmet and chirped, “There’s 
nothing more for me to do over there, since our troops are all over the 
place.” 


Rhodan asked him sternly, “Does John know that you’re here, Pucky?” 
“No, Perry...” 
“Then I’d recommend that you teleport back to the fragment ship.” 


“Right away, Chief, but first I have to report something,” Pucky explained, 
undaunted. “ve had a talk with the minor plasma-brain in the 
transformation weapon’s central — probably also with the boss brain in the 
main command room. This plasmatic fire-control officer has independent 
freedom of operation on every Posbi ship. If Olf Stagge hadn’t suggested to 
him to contact the commander on our behalf, he would have fired the 
transformation cannons at us long before now. The weapons commander 
was just too late to stop a Posbi from killing Stagge.” 


This news struck Bell like a bombshell “Stagge is dead!?” he exclaimed, 
dumbfounded. He still clearly recalled the day at Terrania’s spaceport when 
he had called him a Bad-Luck Charlie. Now he was sorry he had invented 
the nickname. He spoke in a husky tone to Perry. “Then — we have Olf 
Stagge to thank for the fact that we can communicate with the Posbis?” 


“Yes, we have him to thank, Chubby — the one man who was in the right 
place at the right time with the right idea. But isn’t it tragic that of all 
people he had to die after such a triumph?” 


It was a question that no one cared to answer. Neither Rhodan nor Bell was 


surprised that Pucky had vanished. Life went on. 


But the unknown Posbi station between the galaxies continued to cloak 
itself in silence. 


The entrance hatch slid open. Two officers in charge of the commando 
operation on the fragment ship came in to make a report. 


“Any problems?” asked Rhodan before they could speak. 
“No sir.” 
“Thank you — then I’d prefer to hear your report later.” 


The two men turned on the spot and left. The nerve-wracking wait for an 
answer from the semi-biological station in the outer void continued. 


“Perry, don’t you want to give Atlan a call now?” asked Bell. 


“No! I can’t change what’s happening by talking to him. Maybe that 
sounds hard but it’s true. If we don’t succeed with this experiment by 
making an official contact with the robot race, then all intelligences of the 
Milky Way must prepare themselves to die. That is why nothing is more 
important than what we are doing at this moment — even if in this very 
minute millions of people are being killed by the fragment ships. What we 
have to do here —” 

“Chief, the answer is coming through!” The Ara, Kule-Tats, had adapted 
himself very quickly. Unconsciously he had addressed Perry as “Chief,” 
which was the custom of his closest associates. 

A silence descended on the control central as everyone turned breathlessly 
to the symbol translator. At this moment they expected to hear the 
mechanical voice of the positronicon. 

Nothing came. 

Was the symbol message perhaps hopelessly complex? 

There! A crackling at first, and then the metallic voice. 

Tf you love the true life form, then you are the true life! 

Groans were heard in the room. What was the hidden meaning of the 
concept, true life? 

“Okay, so now?” Bell couldn’t restrain himself any longer. “Where do we 
go from here?” 

The question was directed at Rhodan. He looked at the two experts. More 
than once they had claimed to understand robotic thinking processes. Now 
they would have to prove it. 


” 


On Moders’ face was a look of triumph. “Sir, we have won! We — 


An outcry was heard over the intercom speaker. The duty officer came 
storming in from the com room. “Truce! Truce!” he shouted. “The Posbis 
have ceased firing — just a few seconds ago! The fragment ships have 
suspended their attacks ... !” 


THE END 


For the time being, “Blitzkrieg Galactica” has been halted. After Perry 
Rhodan’s radio message to the mysterious Posbi station, the giant fragment 
ships have ceased firing and wait motionlessly in space. 

There is a truce in the Milky Way! But this is only the calm before the 
storm, when once more a PERIL UNLIMITED must be faced. 


Kurt Brand tells us more about it in the next Perry Rhodan adventure. 


